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EPPING HUNT. 

Advertiseuekt. 

STRIDING b the Sttps of SnuQ— the hidoriau of ifaa 
old Engliih Spoiti— lb* ulhoT cf the roUowing pagei 
hSB endcHvoimd to record ft y^^^T Rve], klnftdy faU 

bered with the puiirna of put time* : iu dotfi will have 
had Iheii day, and iti Deer will be Fallow. A few nore 
seasons, ud tKU City CammDD Hunt will become un- 



their as been a (teat Ulini off latenlly, ao much ao Ihia 
year that there was nobody allmoiL We did a mear notliiiii 
provisionally, hardly a Bottle extra, wich is a prooF in Pint- 
la alual our Hnnl may be said to he b the last Suk of a 

" With teipecti tcom your humble Senant. 

" BiKTtioLoiim Rorr.* 



" On Monday they be^an to hiut"-'^' 
John Hugcihs was as bold a ir 

As Iiade did ever know, 
A WBrehouse good he bad, that 
Hard by the church oT Bow, 
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EPPING HUNT. 



There people boughi Dutch cheeses round. 

And single Glos'ler flat,— 
And English batter in a lamp. 

And Irish— En a/a/. 



lliG seventh in a. sluice-bause boi, 

He look hiE pipe and pot ; 
On Sundays for eel-piely, 

A very noted spot. 

Ah. blest if he hod never gone 

Beyond ila nual sbed I 
One Easier-tide, some evil guide 

Put Epping in his head ; 

Epi^ng for butler justly famed. 

And pork in sausage popt ; 
Where winter time, or summer lime, 

Rg's flesh is always chopt. 

But iamous more, u annals tell. 

Because oT Easter Chase : 
There ev'ry year, 'twixt dog aud deer. 

There is a gallant race. 

With Monday's sun John Huggins rose 

And slapt his leather Ihigh, 
And sang the burthen of the song, 

" This day a stag must die." 
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EPP[NG HUNT, . II 

For all the livelong day before. 

And all (he night in bed, 
Ijke BeckTonJ, he had oouriihed " Tboughu 

On Hunting " in bis bead. 

or born and morn, and hark and batk, 

And echo's answering sounds, 
All poets' wil bath every writ 

In lAjf-rel verse of ioundt. 



No thought he had of twisted spine, 

Or broken arms or legs ; 
No( ckidtH-heariid be, allho' 

'Twas whbpered of his tggs I 

Ride out be would, and hunt he would, 

Not dreamt of ending ill ; 
Mayhap with Di. Ridoufi fee, 

And Surgeoa Hunter's bill. 

So he drew on hb Sunday boots. 



His yellow buckskins fitted close, 

As once upon a slag ; 
Thus well equipl he gaily skipl, 

Al once,* upon bis nog. 
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! EPPING HUNT. 

But first to him tbat held the lein, 

A crown he nimbly fluDg : 
For holding of the horse ? — why, no — 

For holding o{ his tongue. 
To say the horse was Huggins' own, 

Would only be a brag [ 
His neighbour Fig and he went halves, 

like Centaurs, in a nag. 
And he that day had got the grey. 

Unknown to brother cit ; 
The horse he kn? w .would never tell, 

Altho' it was a tit. 
A vrell^bred horse he was, I wis. 

As he began to show, 
By quickly ' ' rearing up within 

"riie way he ought to go." 
But Haggins, like a wary man. 

Was ne'er from saddle cast ; 
Resolved, by going very slow, 

Oa sitting very fast. 
And so he jogged loToi'n'am Cross, 

An ancient town well known, 
Wbne Edward wept for Eleaoor 

In tnorlar and in stone. 



Thereby he put a £ross. 
Now Huggins had a crony here, 
That lived beside the way ; 
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EPPINGHUKT. 

Odc tbat had promised sure lo be 

His cranrado for the day. 
Whereas the man had changed his mini], 

Meanwhile npoa ibe case 1 
And meaaiug.not to hunt at all, 

Had g(mt to Enfleld Chase. 
For wbj, his spouse had made him vow 

To let B game alone. 
Where folks that ride a bit of blood,- 

Ma; bieak a bit of bone. 
' ' Now, be his wife a fJague for life ! 

A coward sure is be : " 
Then Hnggins turned Us horse's bead. 

And crossed the brld^ of Lea. 
Thence slowly on thro' Layloostme, 

Past many a Quaker^ boi,— 
No friends to liUDten after deer, 

Tbo' followeis of a Far. 
And many a score behind— before— 

The sslf-sanle route Indined, 
And minded all lo march one way. 

Made one great march of mind. 
Gentle and simple, he and she, 

And swell, and blood, and prig ; 
' And some bad carts, and some a dtaise, 

According to their gig. 
Some long.eared jacks, some knacker's bai 

(However odd it sounds), 
Let out that day la hunt, instead 

Of gmng lo lit hounds I 
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EPPING HUNT. 

And some had hoises of their own, 

And some were forced to job It : 
And EOme, while Ihey ioclined to Hutit, 

Betook themselves to Cab-il, 
All sorts of vehicles and van*. 

Bad, middling, and the ^irt ; 
Here rolled along the gay barouche. 

And ther; a diity cait ( 
And lo ! a, cart that held a«qiiad 

Of costetmoDger line ; 
Wth one poor hack, Uke Fegasut, 

That slaved for all the Nine 1 
Yet marvel not «t any load. 

That any horse might drag, 
When all. that mom, at once were dnum 

Together by a stag ! 
Now when they saw John Huggins go 

At such a sober pace ; 
■'Hallol"criedthey; " come, trot away. 

You'll never see the chase 1 " 
But John, as grave as any judfre, 

Made answer quite as blunt ; 
" It will be time enough to trot, 

When I begin to hunt I " 
And sa he paced to Woodfoid Welts, 

Where many a horseman met. 
And letting go the riins, of course, 

Prepared for htai^ vhI, 
And lo I wltfain the crowded door. 

Stood Rounding, jovial elf ; 
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EFFING HUNT. I J 

Here shall the Miue barai no excuse, 

But frame the man himMif. 
A snow-wtiite twad, a meny eye, 

A cbeek of jtdly blush ; 
A claret tint laid on bj health, 

Wiih Master Reynaid's brush ; 
A hearty frame, a courteous bow. 

The prince he learned it from ; 
His age about threescore and (es, 

And there you have Old Tom. 
In nieniest key I trow was he. 

So many guests to boast ; 
So certain congregations meet. 

And elevate the host. 
"Novr welcome, ladE," quoth he, "and 

You're all In glorious hick ; 
Old Robin has a lun today, 

A noted forest buck. 
"Fair Mead's (be place, where Bob and 
Tom, 

In red already lide ; 
lis but a itefi, and on a horse 

You soon may go a itridt,''^ 
So off they scampered, man and bone, 

As time and temper pressed — 
But Huggins, hitching on a tree, 

Braruhed off from all the rest. 
Howbeit be tumbled down in time 

To join with Tom and Bob, 
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b EFPIHC HUNT. 

All in Fak Meul, wtiicb held that day 

Its 01TD fair meed of mob. 
Idlers lo wit — no Guardians some. 

Of Tattlers in a squeeze ; 
Ramblers, in heavj carts and vans, 

Spectatois, up in trees. 
Butchers on backs of butchers' hacks, 

Tbat shambled to and fro I 
Bakers intent upon a buck, 

Neglectful of the dm^ I 
Change Alley Beais to speculate^ 

As usual, for '" 



Twas strange la think what di 

A single creature made ; 
A single stag had cattsed a whole 

£A^nation in their trade; 
Now Huggins from his saddle rose. 

And in the stlmips stood : 
And lo '. a little cart that came 

Hard by a little wood, 
la shape like half a hearse,— tho' not 

For corpses in the least ; 
For Ibis conlBined the iter alivt. 

And not the dtar daiandl 
And now began a sudden stir. 

And then a. sudden shout, 
The prison-doors were opened wide, 

And RobiD bounded oat 1 
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His antiared head ihocie blue and ntd, 



One curious gaze or mild amaz^ 

He tumed and sbortly look ; 
Then genilj' ran adown the mead. 

And bounded o'er (he brook. 
Now Muggins, standing far aloof. 

Had never seen the deer. 
Till all at once he saw (he beast 

Come charging in his rear. 
Away be went, and many a score 

Of riders did the sane, 
On horse and ass — like high and low 

And Jack pursuing game 1 
Good Lord I to see tbe riders now. 

Thrown off with sudden whirl, 
A score within the purling brook, . . , 

Enjoyed thdr "early purL" 
A score were sprawling on tbe grass. 

And beavers felt in showers ; 
There was another Floortr there. 

Beside the Queen of Flowers I 
Some loat tbeir stirmpe, some thdi whips. 

Some bad no caps to show ; 
But few, like Charles at Charing Cross, 

Rode an in Slatut quo. 
"Odearl OdeBrl" now might you hear, 

"IVe surely broke a bone;" 
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I EFPING HUNT. 

The lest. alas t lay on the grass, 

As once in Chevy Chase ! 
But even Chose Ihat galloped on 

Were fewer every minute. — 
The field kept getting mora select, 

Each thicket serred to thin il. 
For some pulled up, and left the hunt. 

Some (dl in miiy bogs. 
And vainly roseaiid "ran a mock," 

To overtake (he dt^s. 
And some, in charging hurdle slakes. 

Were left bereft of sense— 
What else couM be premised «f blades 

That never Jeamed to fence? 
But Rounding, Tom, and Bob, no gate. 

Not hedge, nor dilch, coutd stay ; 
O'er all the; went, and did the woik 

Of leap jears in a day. 
And by theii ude see Huggins tide, 

As &ist as he could speed ; 
For. lihe Maieppa, he was quite 

At mercy of bis steed. 
No means he had, by timely dieck, 

The gallop 'to remit, 
For firm and fast, between his teeth. 

The biter held the bit. 
Trees raced along, all Essex fied 

Beneath him as he sate,— 



EPIIMG HUNT. ai 

"Holdhaidl holdliani! jfouII lasw the dogs." 

Quoth Hugglns. "Soldo,— 
I've got the saddle well in hand. 

And hcdd as hard as you ! '' 
Good Lord ! to see him ride alooK, 

And throw bU annt about. 
As i[ with stitches in the side, 

That he was drawing out I 
And now he bounded np and down, 

Now like a. jelly shook : 
Till bumped and galled—yet not where Gall 

For bumps did ever lo<^ 1 
And rowing with his legs the wfafle, 

As tars are apt to ride, 
Wilb every kick he gave a pride, 

Deep in the horse's side [ 
But soon the hone was well avenged, 

For cmel smart of spun, 
For, riding through a mooi, he pitched 

His master in a furze I 
Where sharper set than hm^^ is 

He squalled all forloni ; 
And like a bird was singing out 

While sitting on a thorn '. 
Right glad was h^ as well might be. 

Such cushion to resign : 
" Possession is nine paints," but bis 
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I EPPIMG HDNT, 

His na£ wa$ nroniDg off the wlule 

The (homa were ninning In I 
Now had a Papist seen his -^K>rt, 

Tbns laid upon the shelf, 
Altbo' DO horse be had tn cross, 

He nigbt have crossed bimsdt 
Yet snrely still (he wind is ill 

Thai none can say is fair ; 
A joVf wight (here was, that rod« 

Upon a sorry mate ! 
A sorry mare, that surely came 

Of p^an btood and bone ; 
For down npon her kneas she went 

To many a stock and stone I 
Now seeing Hoggins' nag adrift, 

This burner, shrewd and sage, 
Resolved, by changing faoises here, 

To hant another stage I 
Tho' felony, yet who would let 

Another's horse alone, 
Whose neck is placed in jeopardy 

By riding on his own ? 
And yet the conduct of the man 

Seemed honest-like and fair ; 
For he seemed willing, horse and all. 

To go before the martf 
So up on Hnggins' borse he got. 

And swiftly rode away, 
While Hi^gins mounted on the mare. 

Done brown upon a bay I 



EFFIKG HUtTT. 

And off thef set, in double chase. 
For such was fortuoe's wliiin. 

The fcniier rode to hunl the st«g, 
And Huggins hunted him ! 

Alas ! with one that rode so well 

A dab was he, as dabs should be — 

All leaping and alive ! 
And here of NMure's kindly care 

Behold a curious proof, 
As nags are meant to leap, she puts 

A frog in every hoof ! 
Whereas the mare, altho' her shaie 

She had of hoof atid frog. 
On coming to a gate slopped short 

As stiff as an; log; 
Whilst Huggins in the stimip stood 

With neck like neck of crane. 
As sings [he Scottish song—" lo see . 

The ^ft his hart had gane." 
And lo I the dim and disMnt hiut 

Diminished in a trice : 
The Steeds, like Cinderella's team, 

Seemed dwindLng into mice ; 
And. far remote, each scarlet coat 

Soon flitted like a spark,— 
Tho' still the forest murmured back 

An echo of the bark ! 
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EPPING HUNT. 



For tha' by dint of spur he go( 

A lea.p in spile of fate — 
Howbdl Ibere was no toll at all, 

Tbey could not clear the gate. 
And, like Pitgames, he cuised the hunt. 

And sorely cursed the day, 
And mused a new Giay*s elegy 

On his departed grey I 
Now many a sign at Woodfoid town 

lis Inn-vilation tells: 
But Huggins, full of ills, of course, 

Betook bim to the Wells, 
Where Roundli^ tried to cheei him up 

With many a merry laugh; 
But Huggins thought of neighbour Fig, 

And called for haU-aDd-half. 
Vet, "spile of drink, he could not blink 

Remembrance of his loss ; 
To drown a care Uke his, required- 
Enough lo drown a horse. 
When thus Forlora, a merry horn 

Slnick up without the door,— 
The mounted mob were all returned ; 

The Epping Hunt was o'er 1 
And many a horse was i&ken otit 

Of saddle and of shaft ; 
And men, by dint of drink, became 

The only " Jmi/J o/<f™ujA/ / ■' 
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EPMNG HUKT. ; 

For now begun a harder lUn 

On wine, and gin, and beer ; 
And orerlalcen man discussed 

The OVErtakea deer. 
How far he ran, and eke bow fasl, 

And how al bay be stood. 
Deer-like, lesolned lo sell his life 

As dearly as he could ; 
And bow the hnulers stood olooT, 

Regardful of Ihdr lives, 
And stiuooed a beast, whose veiy horns 

They knew could handli knives I 
How Huggins stood when he was rubbed 

By help and osller kind, 



And one, how he had found a horse 

Adrifl— a goodly grey 1 
And kindly rode the db;, for fear 

The nag should go astray. 
Now Hu^ns, when he beard the tde. 

Jumped up with sudden gle« ; 
" A goodly grey 1 why, then, I My 

That grey belongs to me I 
'■ Let me endorse again my hotse, 

DeliTered safe and sound ; 
And, gladly, I will give the man 

A bottle and a pound I " ' 
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And let the chase again take place, 
For many a long, long year, 

John Huggins will not ride again 
To hunt the Epping Deer r 



Thus pleasure oft eludes out grasp. 
Just when we think (o grip her ; 

And hunting after happiness. 
We only bunt a sUt^r. 



The Publisher begs leave to say that he has had tb« 
following letter frotn the Author of this little book : — 

" Dear Sir, — I am much gratified to learn from you, 
that the Epping Hunt has had suck a run that II li 
guilt txiausfed, and that you intend, therefore, to 
give the work what may be called ' sicotid viiitdi by 



"I attended the last Anniveisaiy of the Festival.uid 
am concerned to say that the sport does ool improve, 
hut appears an ebbing as well as Epping custom. 
The run was miserable indeed ; but what was to be 
expected? The cbasewas a Doe. and, consequently, 
the Hunt set off with the Hind part before. It was, 
therefore, qmle in character for so many Nlmrods to 
start, as tliey did, before the hounds, liul which, ai 
you know, is quite contrary to the Lt* Talfyke-nis, 
or Laws of Hunting. 
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lUE IRISH SCHOOLMASTER, 37 

" I dined vilb the Muter of (he Revel, who Ea as 
hale as erer, and promises to reside some due in 
Ibe IVt/b eie he iicis the iucitt. He is an bonelt, 
heaRy, worth]' man, and when he dies there will be 
' a ciy of dogs ' in his kenneL 

" I an), deai Sr, youra, &c, 

"T.Hood. 

"WiKCHiio«K HtLi, yum 1830." 



THE IRISH SCHOOLMASTER. 

Alack I 'lis melaiicbdy theme to think 
How Learoiag doth in rugged slates abide. 
And, lilie ber bashful owl, obsciirdr blink. 
Id pensive glooms and comen, scarcely spied ; 
Not, as in Pouddeis' Halls and domes of piide, 
Semd with grave homage, like a tragic queen. 
Bat with one lonely priml compelled 10 bide. 
Id midst of foggy moon and mosses green. 
In that clay cabin higbC the College of Kilreen 1 

This College lookelh South and West alsoe, 
Because it hath a cast in windows twain ; 
Craiy and ciadted they be, and wind dolh blow 
Thorough transparent holes in evuy pane, 
Which Dan, with many paines, makes whole again 
With neiber garmenis, which his tbrin doth te*cb 
To stand for glass, like pronouns, and when nun 
Stonneth, be puts, "cuiaemoreuntotbe breach," 
Outside and in, tho' broke, yet so he mendetb each. 
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THE IRISH SCHOOLMASTER. 



And in the midst a little door Ibere Is, 

Whereon a board that doth congratulate 

With painted letters, red as blood I wis, 

Thus written, • • ' 

"CHTLDHEN TAKEN IS TO BATE:" 

And oft, 'indeed, the inward of tbat gate. 
Most ventiiloque, doth utter tender squeak. 
And moans of infants that bemoan their late. 
Id midst of sounds of Latin. French, and Greek, 
Which, all i' the Ii:ish tongue, he teaches them to 

For some are meant to ri^t illegal wrongs. 
And some for Doctors of Divioitie. 
Whom he doth teach to murder Che dead tongues. 
And so win academical degree ; 
But some are bred for service of the sea, 
Howbeil, thdr store of learning is but small. 
For mickel waste he coimteth it would be 
To stock a head with bookish wares at all. 
Only to be knocked off by ruthless caimon baU. 

Sii babes he sways, — some little and some hig. 
Divided into classes sii ;— alsoe. 
He keeps a parionr-boarder of a pg. 
That in the College fereth to and fro. 
And pickelh up the urchins' crumbs below, — 
And eke the leuned rudiment; they scan, 
And thus his A, B, C. doth wisely know.— 
Hereafter to be shown In caravan ' 
And raise the wonderment of many a learned man. 
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Alsoe, he schools some Came tamiliar fovll, 
Whereof above his head, some two or three 
Kt daiUy squBtCui{;i like Minerva's owls, 
But oa the branches of no living tree, 
And Dverkxik the learned family ; 
While, somEdraes, Pattlet, from her gloomy perch, 
Drops feather on the nose of Dominie, 
Meanwhile, with serions e^ be mokes teseaicli 
In leaves of that sour tree of kuowleilge — now » ' 

No chair he hath, the awful Pedagogue, 
Such as would magisterial hams Imbed, 
Bat sittelh lowly on a beecben log, 
Secure in high authority and dread : 
Large, as a dome for learning, seemed his head. 
And, like Apollo's, all beset with rays. 
Because his locks are so unlcempt and red. 
And stand abroad in many several ways :— 
No laurel crown be wears, howbeil his cap is baize. 



And, uttdetneatb, a pair of shaggy brows 
O'erbang as majiy eyes of gizzard hue, 
That inward giblet of a fowl, which shows 
A mongrel tint, that is ne brown ne blue ; 
His nose, — it is a coral to the view ; 
Wen nourished with Pierian Potbeeo,— 
For much he loves bis native mounlaio dew : 
But to depict the dye would lack, I ween, 
A bottle-red, in tenns, as well as bottle-green. 
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As for bis coat, 'tis such a jeAia short 
As Spenser bad, ere be composed his Taks ; 
But undenwath he hath no vest, nor aught, 
So tbat the wind bis oiiy breast assails ; 
Below, he wears the nether garb of buIQi 
Of critmoD plush, bat noivplushed at the Icnee ; — 
Thence further down the nalire red pivrails. 
Of his oim naked fleecy hosiery : — 
Two sandals, witbont soks; comfdete his cap-a-pee^ 



Nalhless, for dignitf, he now doth lap 

HU function in a magisterial gown, 
TbBt shows rnore countries in It than a map, — 
Blue tinct, aqd red, and green, and russet brown, 
Besides some blots, standing for country town ; 
And eke some rents, for streams and rivers wide ; 
But sometimes, bashful when be looks adown. 
He turns the garment of the other side, 
Hopeful that so the boles may never be espied I 

And soe he sits, amidst the little pack, 
That look for shady or for sunny noon. 
Within his. visage, like an aJmaaaek,— 
His quiet smile foretelling gracious boon : 
But when his moulb droops down, like rainy moon. 
With horrid diiU each iillle heart nnwarms, 
Knowbig that infant sliow'is wDl follow soon, 
And with forebodings of near wrath and stonm 
Th^ sit, Hke timid hares, all trembUng on their 
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Ah I luckless wig;ht, who cannot then [epeaC, 
" Corduroy Colloquy. "— or" Ki, Kte, Kod,"— 
Full soon his (ears sball make bis turfy seat 
More sodtlcD, tbcugb alceady made of sod, 
For Dan shall whip him with the word of God,— 
Severe by rule, and noi by nature mild, 
He never spoilt the child and spares the rod. 
But spoils the rod and never spares Ibe child. 
And soe with boly rule deems be is recoodled. 



But, surely, the just sky will never wink 
At men who take delight Id childish ihroe, 
Aikd stripe the nether-urchin like a pink 
Or tender hyacinth, hisctibed with woe ; 
Such bloody Pedagogfues, when they shall know. 
By useless birches, (bat forlorn recess. 
Which is no holiday, in Hi below, 
Wni hell not seem designed for their distress,— 
A melancholy place, thai Is all bottomlesse? 



Yet would (he Muse not chide the wholesome tise 
Of netdfu! discipline, io due Atgite. 
Devoid of sway, what wrongs will time produce, 
Whene'er (he (wig untrained grows up a trte. 
This shall a Carder, (hat a Whiteboy be, 
FenxdoQs leaden of atrocious bonds. 
And Learning^ help be used for Infiunie, 
By lawless clerks, (hat, «j(h tbdr bloody hands. 
In murdered English write Rock's murderous convi 
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Bat ah 1 what shrilly cry dolh now alann 
Tho sooty fowls that doied upon the beam, 
All sudden fluttering from the brandished arm, 
And cackling chorus with the human screpm ; 
Meanwhile, the scourge plies that unkindly seam. 
In Phelitn's brogues, which bares his naked skin. 
Like traitor cap in warlike fort, I deem, 
That falsely lets the fierce besieger in, 
Not seeks the Pedagogue by other course to win. 



No parent dear he halb to heed his cries ; 
Alas I his parent dear is bi aloof. 
And deep his Seven Dial cellar lies, 
Killed by kind cudgel-play, or gin of proof ; 
Or climbeth, catwise, on some London roofi 
Singing, perchance, a lay of Erin's Isle, 
Or, whilst he labours, weaves a fancywoof, 
Dreaming he sees his home,— his Phelim smile ; 
Ah me I that luckless imp, who weepeth all the while I 



Ah I who can paint that hard and heavy time, 

When fiist the scholar lists in Learning's train, 
And mounts het rugged steep, enforced to climb. 
Like sooty imp, by sharp posterior pain. 
From bloody twig, and eke that Indian cane, 
Wherein, alas I no sugared juices dwell, 
Fot this, the while one stripling's siuicei drain 
Another weepeth over chilblains fell. 
Always upon the heel, yet never to be well ! 
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Anon a ihlrd, for his delidnus rool, 
Lale ravished from bis loolb by elder cbil. 
So soon is human violence afoot. 
So liardly is ihe harmless bilcr bil ! 
Meanwhile. Ibe tyraot, with untimely wit 
And moulfaing face, derides the small one's moan. 
Who, all lamenting for his loss, doth sit. 
Alack. — mischance comes seldomlimes nlone. 
But aye the worried dog must rue more curs Ihanone. 



For lo ! the Pedagogue, with sudden dnili, 
Smiles his scald head, that is already sore. — 
Supetiiuous wound,— such is misfonune's rub! 
Who straight makes ansvrer with redoubled roar. 
And sheds salt tears twice faster than before. 
That still with backward list he strives lo dry ; 
Washing, with brackish moisture, o'er and o'er, 
His muddy cheek, (hat grows more foul thereby, 
Till all his rainy face looks grim as rainy sky. 



By new distress, bids former grievance cease. 
Like tears dried up nith rugged huckaback. 
Thai seta the mournful visage all awrack ; 
Yet soon the childish coaalenance will shine 
Even Hs thorough storms the soonest slack. 
For grief and beef in adverse ways incline. 
This keeps, and that decays, when duly soaked 1: 
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that on tbe good dr; land 



Good HcBTCD, befriend cbat lidle boat. 

And guide her on ber way ! 

A boat, ibey say, has canns wings. 

But cannot flf aw^ 1 

Though like « ■taerif dnglng bird, 

She sits upoB the nray I 



Still east by south the little boat. 

With tawny sail kept beating ; 

Now out of ligbl, between two waves, 

Now o'er th' horizon noaliog : 

Like greedy swine that feed on nust, — 

The waves har mast seemed eating ! 

The sullen sky grew black above. 
The wave as black beneath ; 
Each roaiing Ullaw flowed full aoon 
A while and tbamy wreath ; 
- Like angry dogs that snarl at fiist, 
And then display their teeth. 

The boatman looked against the wind, 

The mast began to creak, 

The wave, fa saltum, came and4iied, 

In salt upon hi* cbe^ t 

The pointed wave against him reared, 

As ifit ownedairiquel 
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Nor Toshiug wind, nor snshing w 
Thai boatman could alann. 
But slill be stood away to se* , 
And trusted in his charm ; 
He ihoi^t by purchue he wat s 
And armed against all harm 1 



Now thick and bsl andraraslanlv 
The sloruiy nia came pouring. 
He heard upon iha mndy bulk 



The lea&nrl duieked anxmd the mast, 
Ahead the grampui tumbled. 
And far off, tmm a copper cloud. 
The hollow thooder rumbled ; 
It would have quailed another heart. 
But his was uev«r humbled. 



For why ? he had that Inbnt's caul : 
And wherefore should be dread? 
Alas ! alas I he little thoi^ht, 
Before [he ebb-tide sped,. 
That like that infaat ha ahoutd die. 
And with a watery head 1 
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Attended to her beck ; 

And so he went, slill trusting on. 

Though recltlesB — lo his wreck ! 



Fur as he left bis helm, to heave 
The tiatlasl bags a-weather. 
Three monstrous seas came rolling 01 
Like lions leagued together. 
The two first waves the little boat 
Sv,ain over like a feather. 



The iwo first waves were past and gone. 

And sinking in her wake ; 

The hugesl slill otme leaping on. 

And hissing like a snake. 

Now helm a-lee I for through the midst 

I'he monster he must take ! 



Ah me > it was a. dreary mount I 
Its base as black as night, 
lis lop of pale and livid green. 
Its crest of awful white, 
Like Neptune with a leprosy,— 
And so i< reared upright ! 
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Witb quaking sails ihe little boat 
Climbed up the foaming heap. 
With quaJcing soils ll paused awhile. 
At batance on the steep : 
Then rushing down the nethfr slope, 
Plunged with a dizzy sweep ! 



Look how a horse, made mad with tear. 

Disdains his careful guide.; 

So now the headlong, headstrong boat, 

Unmanaged, lums aside. 

And slia^bl presents her reeling flank 

Against tbe swelling tide ! 



The gusty wind assaults the sail ; 
Her ballast lies a-lee I 
The sheets to windward, taut and s 
Oh ! the Ljvely — where is she ? 
Her capsized keel is in the foam. 
Her pennon's In the sea I 



The wild gull sailing overhead. 
Three times beheld emerge 
The head of (hat bold mariner. 
And then she screamed his dirge I 
For he had sunk within his grave. 
Lapped in a shroud of surge '. 
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The ensume whtr, with horridfoam. 
Rushed o'er aad covered all. — 
The jolly boatman'E drowwng soream 
Was smothered by the squall ; 
Heaven never heard his c^. nor did 
The ocean haed bis aruJ. 



THE STAG-EYED LADY. 
A Moorish Tai^. 

Schsbenzadc unmcdiataJy bcKaa ihflrfbUo«iag story* 
Ali Be:< Ali (did you never read 

His wondrous acts Ihat chronicles relate,— 
How there was one in pily might exceed 

llie sack of Troy ? ) MagnifioeDl iie rote 
Upon the ihrooe of EiBUnea— great iadeed. 

For those that he had under him were great — 
The hotse he rode on, shod with silver nails. 
Was a Bashaw— Bashaws have iuxta' tails. 

Ali was cruel — a most cruel one ! 

'TIS rumour'd he had strangled bis own mother — 
Howbdt such deeds itf daiknem be had done, 

lis though! he would havealain hii elder brother. 
And sister too — but. happily ithsl none 

Did live within kamii length tf one another. 
Else he had sent the Sun in alt its Uaie 
To endless night, and shortened the Mooo'e days. 
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Despotic powo. Iflat man a. wot miui'x wit. 
And maksi a bad man— absolute^ bul, 

Made Ali *icked-(o a fauU :— "lis fit 
Monarchs sfaould hvra some dtrak^trlngs ; but he 
had 

No curb upon his will — no. not a HI — 
WhereCore he did not reien well_aiid full glad 

His slkves had beea to hang him—but they folIEc'd, 

And let bim live unhatiE'd— and sllU unalter'd, 

Unii) be got a sage-bush of a beaid. 

Wherein an Allic owl might roost— a Intil 
or tnstljr hair — that, honour'd and unshear'd. 

Grew downward like old women and cow's tail : 
Bdl^ a ^n of ac»— soma grey appear'd, 

Mingling wlib duskier bnwm lis muirings pal»; 
But yet not so poetic as when Time 
Conies like Jack FioBt, and whileni it in rinie: 

Ben AU took the Hinf, and nraeh dkl tck 

His nqral boson that he had no son. 
No living child' of Ike more noble sex. 

To stand in his Morocco shoes—not one 
To make a negro-poUanl— or tread necks 

When he was gone — doom'd, when his days were 



Therefore he chose a lady for his love. 
Singling Trotn out the herd one stag-eyed dear ; 

So call'd, bcoauae her lostraus ejre*, above 
All eyes, were dark, and timuaui, and clear 1 
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Knowing a boy for certain must come of it, 
Or else he was not praying to bis Pivjfl. 
neer will grow mollury, and ladies fair 

Will grow like beet ; so did that ^lag^eyed dame : 
lien All, hoping for a %oa aod htir, 

Boy'd up his hopes, and even cbose a name 
or mighty hero thai his child should bear ; 

He made so cenain ere his chicken came ; 
But oh ! all worldly wit is little worth. 
Nor knoweth what to-morrow will bring forth. 
To-morrow Came, and with lo-morrow's sun 

A Httle daughter to this world of sins ;— 
.l/i>j-fortunes nerer come alone — so one 

Brought on another, like a pair of twins : 
Twins I female (wins l~il was enough to stun 

Their litlU wits and scare them from Iheir skins 
To hear their father stamp, and curse and swear, 
l*u1Ung his beard )>ecause he had no heir. 
Then strove their stag-eyed mother to calm down 

This his paternal rage, and thus addresl 
"O! Most Serene! why dost thou stamp and frown, 

And bo;t the compass of the royal chest ? 
Ml I thou wilt mar that portly trunk, I own 

1 love to gaie on !— Pr'ythee, thou hadsl best 
Pocket thy fists. Nay, love, if you so thin 
Your beard, you'll want a wig upon your chin !" 
But not her words, nor e'en her tears, could slack 
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He called hisslivet to bring an ample sack 
Wherein a woman might be fiAtd — a. few 

Dark grimly men fell pily and Imk'd black 
At this sad order ; but their slaveships knew 

When any dared demuc, hii sword so bending 

Cut off the "headend &ont oftbeir ofteading." 

For All had a sword, much like himself, 

A crooked blade, guilty of human gore — 
The trophies it bad lopped from many an elf 

Were stuck at his head-oiaxnzTS by the score— 
Nor yet in peace he laid ii on the shelf. 

Bui jested with It, and his wit cut sore ; 
So that (as they of Public Houses speak) 
He often did his doien hutii a week. 
Therefore his slaTcs, with moat obedieiit fears, 

Came with the sack the lady to encloK ; 
In vain from her slag-eyes " the big round tears 

Coursed one another down hei innocent nose ; * 
In vain her tongue wept sorrow in iheir ears ; 

ThOTigh there were some fell willing to oppose. 
Yet when their heads came in their heads, thnl 

Though 'twas a piteoiis cast, they put her in it. 

And when the sack was tied, some two or three 
Of these black undertakers alowty brought her 

To a kind of Moorish Seipentlne ; for she 

Was doom'd to have a winditig shut of iBaltr. 

Then, farewell earth— farewell to the gieen tree- 
Farewell, the sun— the moon — each little daughter; 

She's shot from off the shoulders of a black, 

LJke a bag of Wall's-End from a coalman's back. 
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The waters oped, ondithe wktc sack fUtflll<d' 

All [hat (be watenopod, as down it Ml'; 
Then closed the wave; and tbn the sarfkBe' liTTd 

A rii« ofaDie her. Ilka a s-ater-koel)': 
A Fnomearmare:; and all ttsfacs'wwttltrdi 

And notla.gnilty taeive mu left to tell 
That underneath Its calm and bine tiansparence. 
A dame lair dnimied in her sack, like Ctarence. 
But Heaven beheld^ and. awful witacsE boca. 

The moon in black eclipse deceased that i^)it. 
Like DesderaoHasmotbet'd.bjt [hcMooi— 

Tbe lady's oalaL star with j^ affdi;;!!! 
Fainted and (ell— and what werenan bi&>iei 

Tum'd comets as the tale was tnougbl tollght. 
And all look'd downward on the fatal wave, 
And made Iheirown refleotinw on bar Krarei 
Next night a head— a little lady bead, 

Pmh'd rhrongb the waters a most glassy face, 
With weedy tresses, thrown apart and spread, 

Comb'd by 'five ivory, to show (he space 
Of a pale Ibnhead, and two eyes that shed 

A'soft blue mist, breathing a bloomy grace 
Over Ihdr slee{^ lids — and so she rai^'d 
Her ajufltine nose atkive the stream, and gaied; 
She DpedbsT lipSi— lips of a gentle blosh. 

So pale it seezn'd near droiwncd to a whitv, — 
She oped her lipc and forth (here sprang apisH 

Of music babbling through the snrface light'; 
Tbti leaves are notionlesE, the breezes ho^ 

To lisaea to Uh air-— and thraagh iHe night 
There come (hese woids of a most pt^ntiff diliy. 
Sobbing ai Ihey woold break all hearts w^b pfty :, 
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Tkb Water Peki'e Song. 
Farevrelt, breweH, to my mother's own daughter, 

TbechildlhBtshewet-nuisedislqpp'din (he wave; 
The Mujiul-m^ coming to fob in this water. 

Adds a, tear to (he flood (hat weeps over her giave: 
This sadi is ber coffin, this waler^i her tder, 

Tbh {H'cyiih ia/A cloak b her fiuwral pall ; 
And, stranger, O straDger I this song ibkt you beat 

Is ber epkaph, elegy, dkges,,>Dd:aU '. 
Fatewetl, fitrewell, to the child al Al Hassan, 

My mother's own daughter — Ihe last of her rata — 
She's a corpse, (he, poor body 1 and lies Id (his halo, 

'And sleeps in the water that washes her fhce. 



BIANCA'S DREAM. 

A VeMETIAH S'lOAY. 



BtAHCA I — fiair'Bianca. 1 — Who could dwelt 
With safety on her daj-k.and haiet gaK, 

Nor find (here lurked in It a witching 9p«ll. 
Fatal to balmy nights and blessed days? 

The peaceful limlh that made Ihe bosom Swcl], 
She turned to gas, and set it in a blaie 1 

Each eye of hers had Love's Eupyrion in i(, 

That he fould light his link al in a mjoute; 
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Maidens who cuised her looks forgot their o\ 



All hearts indeed were oonqueted but her own. 

Which none could ever temper down or tame ; 
Tn short, to take our haberdasher's hints, 
She might have written over it — "from Flints.'' 



She was, in truth, the wonder of her sex. 
At least, in Venice— where with eyes of browtt. 

Tenderly languid, ladies seldom vex 

An amorous gentle with a needless frown ; 

Where gondolas convey guitars by peeks 
And Love at casements climbelb up and down, 

Whom for his tricks and custom in thai kind, 

Some have considered a Venetian blind. 



Howbeil, this difference was quickly taughl. 
Amongst more youths who bad this cruel jailer, 

To hapless Julio— all in vain he sought 
^\nth each new moor, his halter and his tailor ; 

In vain the richest padusoy he bought. 
And went in brand-new beaver to assail bei — 

As if to show that Love had made him imaii 

All over — and not merely round his heart 



In vain he laboured thro' the sylvan park 
Kanca haunled in - thai where she canne, 

Her leamM eyes in wandering might mark 
The twisted cipher of her maiden name^ 



BIANCA S DREAM. 

Wholesomely going thro' a coarse ofbatk ; 

No one was touched or troubled by his llam( 
Except the Dryads, those old maids that grow 
In trees — like wooden dolls in embryo. 



In vain complaining elegies be writ, 

And taught his tuneful instrument lo grieve. 

And sang in quavers how bis heart was split, 
Constant beneath her lattkx with each eve ; 

She mocked his wooing with her wicked wit, 
And skshed his suit so that it matched his sleeve. 

Till he grew silent at the vesper star, 

And quite despairing, hamstringed his guitar. 

Kanca's heart was coldly frosted o'er 
With snows unmelting— an eternal sheet ; 

But bis was red within him, tike the core 
Of old Vesuvius, with perpetual beat ; 

And oft be longed internally to pout 
His flames and glowing lava at her feel : 

But when his burnings he began to spout. 

She stopped his mouth, and put the cratir out. 

Meanwhile he wasted in the eyes of men, 
So thin, he seemed a. sort of skeleton-key 

Suspended at Death's door — so pale— and then 
He turned as nervous as an a&pen-tree ; 

The life of man is threescore yeajB and ten, 
But he was perishing at twenty-three. 

For people truly said, as grief grew stronger, 

" It could not shorten bis poor life— much longei," 
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For why, he neilhec slept, nor drank, nor fed. 
Nor relished any kind of mirlh below ; 

Fire in his heart, and frenzy in his head. 
Love had become his universal foe, 

Salt in his sugar— nightniHre in his bed ; 
Al lasl, DO wonder wralched Julio, 

A sOTTow-iiddcD thing, in uttet dcaith 

Of hope— made up his mind ta out tiei Bicih I 



For hapless loven'always diad of old, 

Sooner than chaw ntflictiau's Utier cud ; 
So Thisbe stuck hetself, what time 'tis told 

The tender'hearled mulberries wept blood ; 
And so poor Sappho, when her boy was cold. 

Drowned berWl tem-dmps in a Salter flood. 
Their fame sUU breathing, Iho'lheir breath bejK 
For those old iui/<n's li*ed beyond <helr last. 



So Julio went to drown— when Ufe was dull. 
But tooit his cm^ and merely had a bMb ; 

And once, he pulled a trij^er al his skull. 
But nverely broke a window in his wrath : 

And once, bis hopeless beln^ to annul. 
He tied a packthread to a beam of Utb, 

A line so ample, "iwas a queiy whether 

Twas meant to be a halter or a tether. 
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And com« down wilh our litlk all of diuU 

That dun (rf' all the dans to salMy :. 
To leave life's pleasant cit; as we must. 

Id Death's most dreary q;>unginE-hoos« to lie, 
Where even all our personals must go 
To pajr the debt of Rature that we owe ! 

So Julio lived :•— 'twas tiotUng bnl a pel 
He toeK at IIR; — a.- momentai; spite ; 

Beshtei; he hoped that time would some day get 
The better of lore's flanie, however bright ; 

A thing that time has never compassed yet, 
For love, we know, is an immortal light ; 

Uke that old fire, that, quite beyond a doubt. 

Was always iu-— fjor dgbe: have bund il oat. 



Meanwhile, Bianca dreamed— twas once when Night 
Along the darkened plain began to tneep, 

Lilte a young Hottentot, whose eyes are bright, 
Allho' in skin as sooty as a sweep : 

The Sowers had shut their eyes^the zephyr hght 
Was gone, (br it had rocked the leaves to sleep ; 

And all the little birds had laid their heads 

Under their wings— sleeping- in feather beds. 

Lone in her chamber sac the darii-^ed maid, 
By easji stages jaunting thro' her prayes, 

But list'ning- sldelotig to a serenade, 
That robbed the saints a little of thdr shales ^ 

For Julio.undoEneath the lattice played 
His Deb \^ni, and such amotoos airs, 
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Sweel was the (une— the words were even sweeter 
Pnusing het eyes, hei lips, ber nose, hei hair, 

With all the common tropes whecewilh in tnetre 
The hackney poets overcharge Ihdr lali. 

Het shape was like Diana's, bul completer ; 
Her brow with Gredao Helen's might compare 

CDpid, alas ! 



Now, after listing to sach Uudings rare. 

Twas very naturdi indeed to go — 
What if she did postpone one lillle prayer— 

To ask her minor, ■' if it was notso^' 
'Twas a large mirror, none the worse for wear. 

Reflecting her at once from top to toe : 
And there she gaied upon that glossy track, 
That showed her front face Iho' it " gave her back.* 



And long her lovely eyes were heU in thrall. 
By that dear page where first the woman reads : 

That Julio was no flatterer, none at all, 
She lold herself — and then she lold her beads ; 

Meanwhile, the nerves insensibly let fall 
Two curtains fairer than the lily breeds ; 

for Sleep had crept and kissed het unawares, 

Just at the half-nay milestone of her ptayeis. 



BIANCA S DREAM. 



Then like a dronping rose so bended She, 
Till her bowed head upon her hand reposed ; 

But still she plainly saw, or seemed lo see, 
That lair reRectioa, tho' her eyes were closed, 

A beauty-bright as it was wont to be, 

A poitrail Fancy painted while she doied : 

Tis veiy natural, some people say. 

To dream of what we dwell on in the day. 

Still sbone her &ce— yet not, alas ! the same. 
But 'gan some dreaiy touches to assume, 

And sadder thoughts, with sadder changes came— 
Her eyes nsigned tbeir light, her lips their bloom, 

Hei teeth fell out, her tresses did the same, 
Her cheeks were tinged with bile, her eyes with 

There was a throbbing at her heart within, 
For oh 1 there was a shooting in her chin. 

And lo ! upon her sad desponding brow. 

The cniel trenches of bedeging age, 
Wi[h seams, but most unseemly, 'gan to show 

Her place was booking for the seventh stage : 

Some Iticks that Time had left her in his r^e, 
And some mock ringlets, made her forehead shady. 
.\ compound (like our F^lms) of lete and braidy. 

Then for her shape— alas 1 how Saturn wrecks. 
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S4 BfANC* S DBEAM. 

Doubles Ibe hams, and cnxrics the f traightesl nt 
Draws in (lie tutpe, and pusbes. forth the iDn 

Makes backs 
Witness til 

Wbo vJi da/ wMcfaing 6ar aad laoandi rater. 

Quaintly unbend tbemulves — but gpowno *ltaig)iter. 

So Time with fair Kanca dealt, and made 
Her shape a bow, thai once was like an arrow -, 

His lion hand upon her spine he laid, 
And twisted all awry her " winsoiBe manow,'' 

In truth it was a. change!— she had obeyed 
Thebol)' Pope before her cheit grew nacnnr. 

Bat spectacles and palsy seemed to imIh ber 

Something, betwun a Glauite ud a Quaker. 

Her ^ef and gall meacwbile were quite extreme, 
And she had ample reason for ber trouUe i 

Ftyr what sad maiden can endure lo seem 
Set in for singleness, tho' growing double. 

The fancy mkddened her ; but now the dieaBi, 
Grown thin by getting bigger, like a bubbia, 

Burst,— but still left some ir^ments of its bm. 

That, lika tbe soapsuds, smarted in bereyeK 

And here — iust.here — as she began (a beed 
Tbe real world, her clock oblmed onl its acute ; 

A clock it was of tbe Venetian breed. 
That cried the hour from one to (wenly-fbur ; 

The woriis moreover standing in some need 
or workmanship. It sirudt some doiens more; 
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BIANCA S DREAU. 



At fifteea chimes she was but half a nun. 
By twenty she had quite renounced llie veil ; 

She thought of Juiiojiut at tnenty-oae. 
And thirty made hei very sad and pale. 

To paint that ruin *hera her charms would run ; 
At forlj all the maid began to fail. 

And thought no higher, as the late dream crossed 
her, 

Of single blessedness, than single Glosler. 



And so Bianca changed ; — the next smmu even, 

With JuUo in a black Veaelian bark, 
Rowed slow and slealtbi^— •the hour, eleven, 

Just sourtding from the tower of <dd St. Mark. 
She sat with eyes turned quietly to heavX 

Perchance re)oicliij in the xtatefnl dark 
That veiled tu^ blushing ctEek— for Juliobmigfat 

her. 
Of course— to break tbe ice opon llie water. 



Gut what a punle is one's serious mind 
To i^a ; — (^ers, when the ice is thick. 

Are not so diflicult and disiocliaed.: 
And Julio felt the declaration stick 

About bis throat in a most awful kind ; 
However, he contriwd t^ bits to Jiick 
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But tove is still the quickest of all readers ; 

And Julio spent besides those signs profuse 
That English telegraphs and foreign pleaders, 

In help of language, are so apt to use ; 
Amu, shoulders, fingers, all were intercedcrs, 

Nods, shrugs, and bends— Bianca could not clioose 
But soften to his suit with more facility. 
He told his story with so much agiiity. 



" Be thou ray perk, and I will be thy dear, 
(So he began at last to speak or quote ; ) 

Be thou my bark, and I thy gondolier. 
(For passion takes this figurative note ; ) 

Be thou my light, and I thy chandelier ; 
Be thoti my dove, and I will be thy cote : 

My lily be, and I will be thy river ; 

Be thou my life — and I will be thy liver." 



This, with more lender logic of the kind. 
He poured into her small and shell-like ear. 

That timidly against his Ikls inclined : 
Meanwhile her eyes glanced on the silver sphen 

That even now began lo steal behind 

A dewy vapour, which was lingering near. 

Wherein the dull moon crept all dim and pale, 

JuLt like a virgin putting on the veil : 
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Edding ailieu to all her sparks— the stars. 

That etst had wooed and worshipped in her 
Kaiurn and Hesperus, !ind gallant Mars— 

Never to flirt with heavenly eyes again. 
Meanwhile, remindful of the convent bars, 

I^Qca did not watch these agns in vain. 
But lumed to Julio at the dark eclipse, 
With words, like verbal kisses, on her lips. 



He look the hint full speedily, and, backed 

By love, and night, and (he occasion's meelness. 

Bestowed a something on her cheek that smacked 
{Though quite in silence) of ambrosial sv 

That made ber think all other kisses lacked 
Till then, but what she knew not, of comple 

Being used but sisterly salutes (0 feet, 

Insipid things— like sandwiches of veal. 



He took ber hand, and s«K>n she fell him wriuj 
The pretty lingeis oil instead of otie : 

Anon his stealthy arm began lo cling 
About her waist that had been clasped by n< 

Their dear confessions I forbeoi to sing. 
Since cold description would but be outrun 

For bliss and Irish watches have the pow'r. 
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A LEGEND OF NAVARRE. 

TWAS in <be reign of L^wia, called the Great, 
As ODe may read on. his Iriumphal, arched, 

The thing befell I'm going to relate. 
In course.of one of those "pomposo" maicbes 

He loved (o make, like any gorgeous Peniaa, 

Partly for war, and partly for diversion. 

Sotne wag bad pat it in the royal brain 

To drop a vjnl U an old chateau. 
Quite unexpBCled, wlrit hli connty ttaio ; 

"nte tnonamh UUed il^but it happcBed w>, 
That Death had got: before them, t^ a post, 
And they were " reckoning without their hail," 

Who died exactly as a child-should die, 
Without one groan or a eonvulsire breatlr, 

Closing without one pang his quiet eye, 
Sliding composedly from sleep— to death ; 

A corpse M ptadd ne'er adorned a bed. 

He seemed not qnite— but only ratllerdead. 

Alt night the widowed Barones.; contrived 

To shed a widow's tears ; but on the morrow 
Some news of such unusual sort arrived,. 

There came strange alteration in her sorrow : 
From mouth to mouth it passed, one common 

hamming 
TbTOUgbouC the bouse— the King! (be King Is 
coming I 
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A LBCEKD OF lUV&RKE. 59 

The BaroDEm, with allherioul andlMail. 

A Jd)^ woman (aow railed nhraJoyal). 
Soon thrust all fooeral cuDcenis apart, 

And only thought ahout 9. banquet-royal ! 
In short, hy aid of earnest preparation, 
The visH qnlte diiniissed the visitation. 

And, 'spite of dU her grief for dteei-inate. 
There was a secret hope she oould not imMher, 

Tliat someone, early, mlghl replace " (he late," 

It was too soon to think about another ; 
Yet let her minutes of deqiair be reckoned 
Against her hope, which ¥rai but for a second 

She almost thought that being Ihiu bereft 
Just then, was one of 'lime's propitious louche* j 

A thread in such a. nick. so nicked, It !eR 
Free opportimitj to be a duchess j 

Thus all her care was only lo look pleasant, 

Bui as for tears — she drqpped them— for the present. 

Her household, as good vetvants onght to try. 

Looked like their iladf — anything bulwd. 
And giggled own that they might not cry, 

To damp line company ; In tnitfa they had 
No time lo mourn, Ihro' choking turkeys' Ibroltlca, 
Scouring old laces, and reviewing bottles. 
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Kepi (earing, swearing, plunging to and Tro, 

Just like another French mob-revolution. 
There lay the corpse that could not slir a muscle. 
Bui all the rest seemed Chaos in a bustle. 



The Monarch came ; oh ! who could ever guess 
The Baroness had been so late a weeper t 

The kingly grace and more than graciousness. 
Buried Ihe poor defunct some fathoms deeper.— 

Could he have had a glance — alas, poor being • 

Seeing would certainly have led to D — ing. 

For casting round about tier eyes to find 
Some one to whom her chattels lo endoise. 

The comfortable dame at last inclined 
To choose the cheerful Master of the Horse ; 

He was so gay— so tender— the complete 

Nice man— the sweetest of the monarch's suite. 



He saw at once and entered in Ihe lists- 
Glance unto glance made amorous replies ; 

They talked together like two egotists, 
In conversation all made up of eyei : 

No couple ever got so right coOMrt.isb 

Within two hours — a courtship rather shortish. 



At last, some sleepy, some by wine opprest. 
The courtly company began "aid noddin;" 

The King first sought his chamber, and the rest 
loslanter followed by the course be tnid in. 
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The old chatrau, before (hat night, had never 
Held half so many underaealh 'us roof : 

It tasked Ihe Baroness's best endeavour, 
And put her best contrivance lo the proof. 

To give Ibem chambers up and down the stairs, 

Id twos and Ihiees, by singles, and by pairs. 

She had just lodging for the whole— yet barely : 
And some, that were both broad of bacit and tall. 

Lay on spare beds that served them very sparely ; 
However, (here were beds enough for all ; 

But living bodies occupied so many, 

Sbe could not let the dead one take up any ! 



Con^dering his death had been so recent : 

However, by command, her servants stowed hii 
(I am ashamed lo thiok how he was slubbered). 
Stuck bolt upright within a comer cupboard 1 

And there he slept as soundly as a post, 
With no more pillow than an oaken shelf: 

Just Uke a kind, accommodating host. 
Taking all inconvenience on himself; 

None else slept in that room, eiccept a stranger, 

A decent man, a son of Forest Ranger: 
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D OF KAVARKE. 



Who, whether be had gone too Baan -to bed. 
Or dreamt himself into an appetite, 

Howbdt, he toolc a longing to be fed, 
About the hut^giy tniddle of the nigfat ; 

So getting forlb, he^jughtsomesciap toeat, 

Hopeful of some stray pasty or cold meal. 

The casual elan[:ei of.the midmght inoon, 
Bright'oing sotne antique oniaments o! brass, 

Guiiled his gropings to Uiai comec soaa. 
Just wbeie it stood, the coRin-safe, alas 1 

He tried the door — then shook it— and in coune 

Of time it opened to a little force. 

He pot one innd in, sml begBn 10 grope ; 

The place was very deep and quite as dark as 
The middle night ; — when lo I bejiond his hope, 

He felt a something cold, in fact, the carcass ; 
Right overjoyed, be laughed, and blest his luck 
A( linditig, as he thought, this batioch ofbuck I 

Then striding back for his cauleau-de-ehaiie, 
Detramined on a tittle mitlnighl Imicfaing, 

He came again and probed about the mass. 
As if to find the fattest bit for munching ; 

Not meaning wastefultj to cut it all up, 

Bui only to abstract a little collop. 
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For when he <iut the haoiich it ptahilji ^poke 

As haunch of vnn'ion aavet ought to speak ; 
No wonder that his band aonU go no fanher— 
Whose could?— to one cotd meat that bellowed, 

" Murther I " 

Down came tbe Bodj with a boonct, and down 
The Ranger sprai^ a staircase at a spring. 

And bawled enough to waken up a town ; 
Some tboi^l that Mey were murdered, sotnc, (h« 
King, 

And, like MaedoS; did oolhing (br a season; 

But stand upon the spot, and bellow, ' ' Treason ! " 

A hundred nightcaps gathered in a mob, 
Torches drew torches, swords brought swoids 
together, 

It seemed so dark and perilous a job ; 
The Baroness came (lembling like a lialher 

Just in the rear, as pallid as a corse. 

Leaning against the Matter of the Horse. 

A dozen of tbe bravest up tbe stair. 

Well Kgbted.and well watched^ begu taidaatet ; 
Tbeji sought Ehe dotr— thajr found it— they were 

A doien heads went poking in the chamber ; 
And lo I with one hand planted oa his hurt. 
There stood the Body bleeding ibro' his shirt,- 
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One hand advanced, and ready to resist : 

In fact, the Boron doffed the apparition, 
Swearing those oaihs the French delight in most. 
And for the second time "gave up the ghost 1" 



A living mhracle ! — for why I— the knife 
Thai cuts so many olT from grave gray hairs. 

Had only kindly carved him into life : 
How soon it changed llie posture of affairs '. 

The difference one person more or less 

Will make in families, Is past ail guess. 



There stood the Baroness— no widow yet : 
Here stood the Baron— " in [he body" still : 

There stood the Horses' Master in a pet. 
Choking with disappointment's bitter pill 



The Baron lived — 'twas nothing but a liance : 
The lady died— 'Iwas nothing bul a death : 

The cnpboard-cul served only lo enhance 
This postscript to the old Baronial breath : 

He soon fotgave, for the revival's sake, 

A Utile c*^ intended for a s/rai ! 
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THE DEMON SHIP. 



THE DEMON SHIP. 

TwAS off the Wash— the Eun went down— Che sea 

looked black and gcim, 
For stormy clouds, with murky fleece, were musler- 

]Dg at (he brim j 
Tllanic shades 1 enormous gloom!— as if the solid 

night 
Of Erebus rose suddenly Co seize upon the light I 
It was a time for mariners to bear a vary eye, 
With such a dark conspiracy between the sea and 

Down went my helm— close reefed— the tack held 

freely in my hand— 
With ballast snug — I put about, and scudded for tbe 

Loud hissed the sea beneath her lea — my Utile boat 

fiew fast, 
But faster still the rushing storm came beme upon 

the blast. 
Lordl wbat a roaring hurricane beset (he straining 

saill 
What furious sleet, with level drift, and Rerce assaults 

of hail < 
What darksome caverns yawned before! what jagged 

steeps behind ! 
Like battle- steeds, with foamy manes, wild tossing in 

the wind. 
Each after each sank down astern, exhausted in (he 

But where it sank another rose and galloped in its 
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66 THE DEMON SHIP. 

As black as nighl— they turned to white, and cast 

against th« cloud 
A snowy sheet, as if each surge upturned a sailor^ 

shroud : 
Still flew mj boat; alasl alasl her couise was 

Behold yon fatal billow rise — ten billows heaped in 

With Tearful speed the dreary mass came rolling, 

tolling fast, 
As if the scoofung sea contained one only wave at 

lastl 
Still on it came, with horrid roar, a swift pursuing 

It seemed as though some cloud had turned its huge- 
Its briny sleet began to beat beforehand in my 
t fell the rearward keel begin lo climb its swelling 

I saw its alpine hoaiy bead impending over mine I 
Another pulse — and down it rushed— an avalanche 

Brief pause had I, on God to ciy, or think of wife 

The waters closed— and when I shrieked, I shrieked 

below the foam I 
Beyond that rush I have no hint of any after deed — 
For I was tossing on the waste, as senseless as a 
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With sharp and suddan pong I drew another Urtb of 

Mjr eyes diank in a doubtful light, taj ears a doubt- 
ful sound- 

And was that ship a real ship whose tackle seemed 
around ? 

A moon, as if the earthly moon, was shiiiiiig up aloft ; 

But were those beams the vciy beams that I had seen 
so oft? 

A face, that mocked the human face, belbce me 

But were those eyes the eyes of man that looked 

against my own / 
Ob, never may the moon again disclose me such a 

As met mygaie, when first I looked, on that accuisM 

I've seen a thousand horrid sh^jes begot of fierce 

Offever; and most frightful things have haunted in 

my dreams- 
Hyenas— cats— blood-loving bats— and apea with 

Peniicious snakes, and shaggy bulls— the lion, and 

Strong enemies, with Judas looks, of treachery and 

spile- 
Detested features, hardly dimmed and banished by 

the light ! 
Pale-sheeted ghosts, with goiy locks, upstarting from 

All phantasies and images that flit in midnight 
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Hags, goblins, demons, lemnres, have made me all 

But nothing like that Grimly One vrho stood beside 
the mast I 

His cheek was blach — his brow was blaclt — his eyes 

and hair as dark : 
His hand was black, and where il toucbed, it left a 

sable mark ; 
His throat was black, his vest the same, and when I 

looked beneath, 
Hisbieast was black— all, all was black, except hia 

grinning teeth. 
His sooly crew were like in hue, as black as Afric 

Ob horror ! e'en the ship was black that ploughed 
the inky waves 1 

"Alas!" I cried, "for love of tnith and blessed 

mercy's sake ! 
Where am I? in what dreadful ship? upon what 

dreadful lake 7 
What shape ia that, so very grim, and black as any 

It is Mahound, the Evil One, and be has gained my 

soul! 
Ob, mother dear I my tender nurse 1 dear meadows 

that beguiled 
Myhappydays, when I was yet alitlle sinless child,— ' 
My mother deal — my native fields, I never more 

shall see : 
I'm sailing in the Devil's Ship, upon the Devil's 
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Loud Uugbed that Sable Mariner, and loudly in 

His sooty CTBW sent fbnti a laugh tlial rang Irom 

stem to stern— 
A doien pair of grimly cheeks were cniiii[ried on the 

As many sets oF grinuing leelh came shining out at 

A dozen gloomy shapes at once enjoyed [be meny 

fit. 
With sbriekand yelt, and oaths as well, like Demons 

of the Pit. 
They crowed their fill, and then the Chtaf made 

answer for the whole ; — 
"Our skins," said he, "are black, ye see, because w^ 

cany coal ; 
You'll find your mother sure enough, and see your 

native fields— 
For this here ship has picked you up— the Mary Aon 

of Shields i " 



A TRUE STORY. 

Of all our pidns, since man was curst, 
I mean of body, not the mental, 
To name the worst, among the worst. 
The dental snie Is transcendental ; 
Some bit of masticating bone, 
That ought to help to clear a shelf, 
But let its proper wotlc alone. 
And only seems lo gnaw itself; 
In fact, of any grave attack 
On victual there is little danger, 
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A TRUE STORY. 

lis so like coming to the ntck. 

As well Bs going lo Ihe manger. 

Old Hunks— it seemed a fit telort 

Of juslice on his grinding ways — 

Possessed a grimier of the sort. 

That troubled all his latter days. 

The best of friends fall out. and so 

His teeth had done some years ago, 

Suva some old stumps with ragged root, 

And they took turn about to shoot ; 

If he drank any dully liquor. 

They made it quite a point to Oatib ; 

Bui If he wanned It on the hob, 

Why then Ibey Only twitched the quicker. 

One tooth — I wonder such a tooth 

Had never killed him in bis youth — 

One tooth be had with many iangs, 

That shot at once as many pangs, 

It had a universal sting : 

One touch of that ecstatic stump 

Could jerk his limbs and make him jump. 

Just like a puppet on a string ; 

And what was worse than all, it had 

A way of making others bad. 

There is, as many know, a knack, 

With certain farming undertakers. 

And this same tooth pursued their track, 

By adding achtri still to ackeri I 

One way there is, that has been judged 

A certain cure, but Hunks was loth 

To pay the fee, and quite begrudged 

To lose his toolh and money both ; 



For after all is drawn, you feel 

Il's paying for a. blank at last ; 

So Hunks wem on from week lo week. 

And kep< his (orment in his cheek ; 

Oh I bow It someltmei set bim rocking, 

With that perpetual gnaw— fpiaw — gaaw. 

His moam and groans were truly shocking, 

And loud,— altho' he beld his jaw. 

Many a lug he gave his gum 

And tooth, but still it would not come, 

Tho' tied lo siting by some firm thiug, 

He could not draw it, do bis beet, 

By draw'rs. altho' he tried a chesc 

At last, but afler much debating, 

He joined a score of mouths in waiting. 

Like his, lo have their troubles out. 

Sad sight it was lo look about 

At twenty faces making faces. 

With many a lampant trick and antic, 

For all were very horrid cases, 

Atul made their owners nearly frantit^ 

A little wicket now and then 

Took one of thew unhappy men, 

And out again the victim rusbed. 

While eyes and mouth together gushed ; 

At lasl arrived our hero's turn, 

Who plunged his hands In both his pockets. 

And down he sat. prepared lo leam 

How teeth are chumed to quit their sockets. 
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Those who have fell such operations, 

Alone can guess the sort of ache, 

When his old tooth began to break 

The thread of old aasodations ; > 

It Couched a string in ereiy part, 

It bad so many lender ties ; 

One cord seemed wrenching at his heart, 

And two were tu^ng at his eyes ( 

" Bone of bis bone," he felt, of course, 

As husbands do in such divorce ; 

At last the fangs gave way a little, 

Hunks gave bis head a backward jerk. 

And lo 1 the cause of all this work, 

Went — wtiere il used lo send his victual ! 

Tlie monstrous pain of this proceeding 

Had not so numbed his miser wit, 

But in this slip he saw a hit 

To save, at least, his purse from bleeding ; 

So wheh tlie dentist sought his fees, 

Qoalb Hiinks, " Let's finish, If you please." 

"HoWjfinishl why, it's out I "—" Oh 1 no— 

TTs you are out, to argue so ; 

I'm none of your before-hand tippers. 

My tootb is in my head no doubt. 

But, as jrou say you pulled it out, 

Of coarse it's there— between your nippers. " 

"Zoands, ^r! d'ye think I'd sell the truth 

To get a fee ? no, wretch, I scorn il 1 " 

But Hunks still asked lo see (he tooth. 

And swore by gum 1 he had not drawn it. 



A TRUE STORY. 7; 

The joke was worth]' to (Htiduce one, 
Totliink, by favour of his wi I 
How well a dentist bad been bit 
By one old stump, and that a looie one ! 
The thing was worth a laugh, but minh 
Is still the fraitesC thing on earth ; 
Alas I how often when a joke 
Seems In our sleeve, and safe eaough. 
There comes some unexpected slroke 
And hangs a weepei on the cufTl 
Honks bad not whistled half a. mile, 
When, planted right against a slile. 
There stood his foemon, Mike Mahoney, 
A vagraot reaper, Irish bom. 
That helped to reap our miser's com. 
But had not helped to reap his money, 
A bet that Hunks remembered quickly ; 
His whistle all at once was quelled, 
And when he saw how Michael hdd 
His sickle, he felt rather sickly. 
Nine souls m (en, with half his fright. 
Would soon have paid the bill at sight. 
But misers (let observers watcb it) 
Wll never part with their delight 
Till well demanded by a hatchet— 
They live hard— and they die to match it. 
Thus Hunks prepared for Mike's atlacking, 
Resolved not yet to pay the debt. 
But let him take it out in hacking ; 
However, Mike began to stickle 
In words before he used the sickle ; 
But mercy was not long aiieDdaul : 
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From words at last be took to Uow'5, 

And aimed a cut at Honki'i nose. 

That made it what some folio an not — 

A member very independent. 

Heaven knows how far this cruel trick 

Might still have led, but for a tramper 

Tbat came in danger's very nick. 

To put Mahoney to the scamper. 

Bui still compassion met a dunper ; 

There lay the severed nose, alas ! 

Beside (lie diuiies on the grass, 

"Wee. criroson-tipt" as well as tbey, 

According (o (he poet's lay i 

And there stood Hunis, no sight for lauehler. 

Away went Hodge to ge( assistance, 

Witii Dose in band, which Hnnks ran after. 

But somewhat al unusoal distance. 

In many a little country place 

To have but one residing doctor. 

Whose practice rather seems to be 

No praciice, but a rule of three, 

Physician - lurgeon— drug-decoctor ; 

Thus Husks was forced to go once more 

Where he had ta'en his tooth before. 

His nwre name made the learned man hot, — 

" What I Hunks again within my door ! 

ni pull his nose ; " quoth Hunks, ' ' You cannot.' 

The doctor looked and saw the case 

Plain as the nose mIODbh face, 

"Oh ! hum— ha— y« 

But then aroie a kxig demur. 
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Till be was paid his fee in band : 
Tbat matter settled, tbera tbey were, 
With Hunks wdl slr^>ped upon his cbair. 

The opening of a surgeon's job — 

His tools, a chestful or a drawerful — 

Are always something very awful, 

And give the heart the strangest Ihrob ; 

But never palient in his funks 

Looked half so like a ghost as Hunks, 

Or suigeon half so like a devil 

Prepared for some infernal revel ; 

His huge black eye kept rolUng, Tolling, 

Just like a bolus in a boi : 

His fury seemed above controlling. 

He bellowed like a hunted ox : 

" Now, swindling wreleh, I'll show thee how 

We treat such cheating knaves as thou ; 

Oh I sweet is this revenge to sup ; 

I have tbee by the nose— it's now 

My turn — aod I will turn it up." 

Gne» bow the miser liked the scurvy 

And cruet way of venting passion ; 

The snubbing folks in ibis new fashion 

Seemed quite to turn him topsy-turvy ; 

He uttered prayers, and groans, and curses. 

For things iiad often gone amiss 

And wrong with him before, but this 

Would be the worst of all reversal 

In ^cy he beheld his snout 

Turned upwards like a pitcher's spout ', 
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There vis another grievance yet, 
And fancy did not fait <o show ii. 
That he must throw a. suTnmeiset, 
Or stand upon his head to blow il. 

And was there then no argument 
To change the doctor's vile intent, 
And move his pity ?— yes, in tmth, 
And that was— paying for the tooth. 
"Zoundsl pay for such a stump ! I'd rattier — 
But here the menace went no tirther. 
For with his other ways of pinching, 
HuDks had a miser's love of snufT. 
A recollection strong enough 

In short, he paid and had the feature 
Replaced as it was meant by nature ; 
For tho' by this 'twas cold to handle 
(No corpse's could have felt more horrid), 
And white just like an end of candle, 
The doctor deemed and proved it too, 
That noses from the nose will do 
As well as noseS from the forehead ; 
So, fixed by dint of rag and lint, 
The part was bandaged up and muffled. 
The chair unfastened. Hunks arose, 
And shuffled out, for once unshuffled ; 
And as be went, these words he snuffled— 
"Well, this il ' paying ihto' the tiose.'" 
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REFLECTIONS ON THE CROSS OF ST. PAUL'S. ^^ 



MORAL REFLECTIONS ON THE CROSS 
OF ST. PAUL'S. 



The man that pays his peti«e, and goes 
Up 10 thy krfly cross, St. Paul, 
Looks over London's naked nose. 
Women and men : 
The woild is all beneath his ken. 

He sits above (he Ball. 
He seems on Mount Olympus' top. 
Among the Gods, by Jupiter I and lets drop 

His eyes from the empyreal clouds 

On moctal csTiwds. 



Seen from these skies. 
How small those emmets in our eyes I 
Some carry little sticks—wid one 
Mis eggs — to wann them in the son : 

Dear I what a bustle, 

And bustle 1 
And there's my aunt. I know her by her w 

So long and thin. 

And so pinched in, 
Just in the pismire taste. 



Oh ! what are men ? - Beings so small 

That should I bU 

Upon their Utile heads, I most 
Crash tbem by hundreds into dust ! 
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78 REFLECTIONS ON THE CROSS OF ST. PAUL'S. 



And what is life 7— tad all its ages — 

There's sevea stages I 
Tuniham Green 1 Chelsea ! Putney 1 Fulharo ! 

BrentTord! andKewI 

And Tooting, too I 
And oh I what very little nags to pnll 'em. 
Yel each would seem a horse indeeiJ, 

If here Ht Paul's tip-top we'd got 'em : 
AlIhouBh, like Cinderella's breed. 

They're mice at bottom. 
Then let me not dnpise a horse, 
Though he looks small from Paul's high cross ! 
Snce he would be, — es near the sky, — 

Fourteen hands high. 



What Is this wmrld with London in Its lap ? 

Hogg's Map. 
The Thames that ebbs and flows in its broad channel? 

A lidj/ kennel. 
The bridges stretching from its banlis? 

Stone planks. 
Ob me I hence could I read an admonition 

To mad AmtNtion 1 
But that he would not listen to my call, 
Tbougfa I sbonid stand upon the cross, and lali/ 
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A VALBHTIME. 7 

A VALENTINE. 

Oh 1 cmel htait ] ei« tluH poBihumoDs papan 
Have met thino ejtt, I ^oll be onl of breatb ; 

Tliuse cruel ejrei, like two funereal Uqwrs, 
Have only lighted me the viay to death. 

Perchance, tbou wilt ciliDguish them in vapoufs, 
When I am gone, and green giasi coveretb 

Thy lover, lost ; but it will be in vain — 

II will not biing Ibe vital spark again. 

Ab ! when those eye!, like tapm, bamed w bine, 
ll seemed an omen that we most expect 

The jpriles of lovers : and it boded true, 
For 1 am halt a sprite— a ghost elect ; 

Wbecebre I mite (o Ihee tbU lait adieu. 
With my hit pen— before that I efSect 

My eMit liom the stage ; just slopped before 

The tombstone steps that lead ns to death's door. 

Full soon these living eyes, now liquid bright, 
Will turn dead dull, and wear tio radiance, savF 

They shed a dreai? and inhuman light. 

Illumed within by glow-wonns of the grave i 

Tbese ruddy checks, so pleasant W the sight. 
These lusty legs, and all the Unifas I have, 

Will keep Death's carnival, and, foul or fr«sh, 

Uust bid farewell, a long farewell, (0 flesh 1 

Yea. a 
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80 A VALENTIKE. 

And all (he world will dine again but me — 
For 1 shall have no siomach ;— and I know, 

When I am ghostly, thou wilt sprightly be 
As now thoa art ; but will not tears of woe 

Water thy ipiiits, with remorse adjunct. 

When tbou dost pause, and think of the defunct? 

And when thy soul is buiied in a sleep. 

In midnight solitude, and little dreaming 
Of such a spectre — what, if I should creep 

Within thy presence in such dismal seeming? 
Thine eyes will stare themselves awake, and weep. 

And iholi wilt cross thyself with treble screaming. 
And pray, with mingled penitence and dread. 
That I were less alive— or not so dead. 

llien will (by heart confess thee, and reprore 
This wilful homicide whkh thou hasi done : ' 

And the sad epitaph of so roach love 
Will eat into thy heart, as if in stone : 

And all the loveis that around thee move. 
Will read my fate, and tremble for Ihdr own : 

And strike upon their heartless breasts, and sigh. 

" Man. born of woman, must of woman die I " 

Mine eyes grow dropsical— I can no more — 
And what is written thou may'st scorn to read, 

Shutting thy teariess eyes. — 'Tis done — His o'er — 
My hand is destined for another deed. 

But one last woM wrung from its aching core. 
And my lone heart in silenlness will bleed ; 

Alas ! it ought to take a life to tell 

That one last word- that fare— fare— fare thee well;'. 
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A player, masqueTadiiig ■nanj' parts 
In life's odd carnival ; — A boy (hat shooU, 

From ladies' eyes, such mortai wounded dans : 
A gardenn, pulling heait's-eaie up by the roots ; 

The Puck of Pas^oa— partly folse—part real — 

A mairiaeeable maideo'a " beau-ideal." 

O Love, what art thou. Love? a wicked thing. 
Making green misses spoil their work at school ; 

A melancholy man, cross-gartering ? 

Grave ripe-bced wisdom made an April fool ? 

A youngster tilting at a wedding-ring? 
A sinner silting on a cuttie stool ? 

A Ferdinand de Something in a hovel, 

Helping Matilda Rose to make a novel ? 

O Love I what art thou, I^ove ? one that is bad 
With palpitations of the heart— like mine — 

A poor bewildered maid, making so sad 

. A necklace of her gatleis—fcll design ! 

A poet, gone unreasonably mad. 

Ending his sonnets with a hempen line? 

O Love I — but whither now ? forgive me, pray ; 

I'm not the first that Love hath led astray. 
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82 A RECIFE — FOR CIVIUSATIOK, 

"PLEASE TO RmG THE BELLE." 

I'll (ell you a stoiy (hat's not is Tom Moon : — 
Young Love likes (o knock at a pretty giii's door : 
So be call'd upon Lacy — 'twas jaat lea o'clock — 
Like a spmee single man, wiihasEurtdoubleluiock. 

Now, a handmaid, whatever her fingers be at, 
Will run like a puss when she hears a rniAAl : 
So Lucy lan up — and in two secotids more 
Mad questioned the stranger and answered .the door. 



So ^e Ussed him, and whispered— poor in(ux:ent 

" Tbe next time you come, love, pray cone with a 
ring." 



A RECIPE— FOR CIVILISATION. 

The rallovini P«m li from iheptn of Dr^ KiTCHeNEt 

le Po(B,'u 
"h'i'iJK&M iba 
haiKl J— and tbt 

Le_ style of ibe 
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A RECIPE— FOR OVILISATION. 8j 

■ * Head Conk. OpIieiMS— Phyiiciu, Malic Huto— 
Domeidc Econamiit and Death-bed Altorntir I— I 
hkie eelebrattd The Author eliewhere with approh«- 
ci«i ;— And cannol now place hjm upon the Table at a 
Pfftl. wilh'>ot Hill beui( hji Laudui, % pbrue 

BvTt^Avoifl will fisd euy 10 undertteiKl. 

SVBELV (hose sagec err who leach 

That man is known from brols by speech, 

Which hardlj seven man from woman. 

Bat not ih' Inhuman fhim the human, — 

Or else might parroti claim aiSnity, 

And dogs be doclort by lallnltj, — 

Not I' insist (as might be shown), 

That beasts hare gtlA>eriih of their own, 

Whish oooe was no doBd umgue, though we 

Since Xaoffi days have lost the key ; 

NDryettohintdilmbnien,--«ad, still, not 

Beasts that could gossip -though they wil) not. 

But play at dumtny lilm the monkeys. 

For fear mankind should make them flunkies. 

Neither can man be known by feature 

Oi form, because v> like a ocature, 

That some grave men could never shape 

Which is the aped and which the ape. 

Nor by his gall, uor by his hei^t, 

Nor yet because he's black or white. 

But nticma[,^fTa so we call 

The onl> CcxMCiNO Ahiual I 

The only one who brings his Mt 

Of dinnar to the pot or spit. 

For Where's the Hon e'er was hasty 

To put his ven'son in a pasty? 
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1 A SEOPE— FOB CmUSATION. 

Ergo, by logic, vre repute, 

Tbat he that cooks is qoi a brute,— 

But Eqaus taulum est, which means. 

If a boise had sense he'd binl his beans, 

Nay, no one but a horse would (ora|pe 

On naked oats instead of porridge. 

Which proves if brutes and Scotchmen voiy. 

The difference is culinary. 

Further, as man is known l^ feeding 

From bnites, — so men from men, in bneding. 

Are still diatingnished as they eat. 

Look at the polished nations high! 

The civilised— the most pcdite 

Is that which beais the praise of nations 

For dressing eggs two hondred bshlons. 

Whereas, at savage feeders look, — 

The less re&wd the less they cook ; 

From Tartar grmms that merely straddle 

Across a itcak and warm theii saddle, 

DowD to the AtiysSinian sqtuw, 

That holts her chops and collops taw. 

And. like a wikl beast, cans as Utile 

To dress her person as her victual. — 

For gowns, and gloves, and caps, and tippets. 

Are beauty's sauces, apice, and si|^>ets, 

And not by shamble bodies put on. 

But those who toast and boil their mutton ; 

So Eve and Adam wore no dresses 

Because they lived on watetoresses 

And till they learned to cook their cntdltiis, 

Went bhnd as beelleS to their ouditka. 

For niccness comes from th' inner side 
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A RECIPE— FOR 

(As tut 01 is dmt before his hide). 

And when the entnul loalhes vul^aritr 

The oulWMd maD will soon cnll rarity. 

For lis th' effect of what we eat 

To mtke a man look libe bis meat. 

As insecta show iheir food's compleiioDS ; 

Thus (bpliags' clothes are like confeccioiu ; 

But who, (o feed a jauntjr coic(»nbi 

Would have an Abyssinjan ox come ? — 

Or serve a dish of fiicassees. 

To clodpoles !□ a cobi <rf frieie ? 

Whereas a black would call for buBalo 

Alive— and. no doubt, eat the offal too. 

Now (this premised) it follows then 

That certain culinaiy men 

Should first go forth with pans and sjats 

To bring the heathens to iheii wils 

(For all wise Scotchmen of oui coDluiy 

Kiun> that first Steps are alimentary ; 

And, as Vie hrive proved, fleah-pola and saucepans 

Must pave the way for Wilberfoice plana) ) 

But Bunyan erred to tbink the near gale 

To take man's soul was ballering Ear gate. 

When reason should have worked her course 

As men of war do— when their force 

Can't take a town by open courage. 

They steal an enlty with its forage^ 

What reverend bi^op, for eaim[de, 

Could preach homed Apis from bis temple ? 

Whereas a cook would soon unseal him, 

And make bis own churchwardens eat him. 

Not Irving could convut those vermin, 

Th' Anthiopopbages, by a sermon ; 
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No NcgTD would devour his brother. 
But turn hit Monrnch round as loth 
As Peisians, 1o ihe old blBck broth,— 
For knowledge oftenest makes an entry. 
As well as (rue love, through (he pantry. 
Where benux (hat came at first for feeding 
Grow gallant man and get good breeding ; — 
Exempli gratia—in rhe West, 
Ship-traders say there swims a nest 
Uned with bhidi natives, like a rookery, 
But coarse as carrion crows at cookery. — 
This race, tho' now called O. Y. E. men 
(To show ihey are more than A. a C. men), 
Was ones so ignorant of our knacks 
They laid Ihelr mats upon their backs, 
And grew thdr quartern loaves for luncheon 
On Uees that baked (hem In the sunslune. 
As for thdr bodies, Ihey were coaled 
(For pain(ed things are so denoted) ; 
Bat, (he nake^ (nilh Is siark pi^merals. 
That sakl (heir prayeis Co timber devils. 
Allowed polygamy— dwelt in wigwams, — 
And, when (hey meani a feast, a(e big yams,— 
And why ? — because their savage nook 
Had ne'er been visited tiy Cook,— 
And so tbey fared till our great chief 
Brought them, not Methodists, but beef 
In tabs,— and taoghl them how lo live, 
Knowing It was (oo soon to give, 

* Cook 10 Ihe Uta Sir Joseph Banks. 



A REUPE— FOR CrvItlSATION. 87 

Jost then, a homily on their sins 

(For cooking ends ere grace begins), 

Or hand his tracts to the untractable 

Till they could keep a more ejiact table— 

For nature has her proper courses, 

And wild men must be backed like horses, 

Which, jockejis know, are never St 

For riding till they've had a bit 

]' the moufh ; but then, with proper tachlp, 

You may trot them to a tabernacle. 

Ergo (I lay) he flrst made changes 

In the heathen. moda, by kitchen ranges. 

And taught the king's cook, by convincing 

Process, that chewing was not mlndng. 

And hi her black list thrust a bundle 

Of tracts abridged from Glasse and Rundell, 

Where, eie she had read beyond Welsh rabbits, 

She saw the spareness of het habits. 

And round her loins put on a striped 

Towel, where fingers might be wiped. 

And then her breast clothed like her ribs 

(For aprons lead of course to bibs), 

And, by the lime she had got a meat- 

Screan, veiled her back, too, from the heat— 

(Though they reformed the royal fauces). 
Her forcemeats and ragouts,— I praise not. 
Because the legend further says not. 
Except, she kept eacb Christian high-day. 
And oncB upon a bt good Fry-day 
Ran short of logs, and told the Pagan, 
That tum'd the spit, to chop up Dagon I 
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THE LAST MAN. 
'TWAS in the year two thousaod aad ont^ 
A pleasant moming of May, 
I sat on the gallows' -tree all alone, 
A cbauoiing a merry lay,— 
To thitik how the pest had spared my lile. 
To sing with the latks (hat day 1 
Whca up (be heath came a }olly knave. 
Like a scarecrow, all in laga ; 
It made me crow to see Us old duds 
All abroad in the wind, like flags ^-^ 
So up he came to the timber's foot 
And pitched down his greasy bags. 
Good Lord ! how blithe the old beggar was 1 
At pulling out his scraps, — 
The very sight otbis broken orts 
Made a work in his wrinkled chaps r 
" Come down," says he, " you New^te bird. 

And have a taste of my snaps I " 

Then down the rope, Uke a tar from the mast, 

I slided, and by him stood; 

But 1 wished myself on the gallows again 

When I smelt that beggar's food, 

A foul beef-bone and a mouldy cnist ; 

"Oh I" quoth he, •' the heavens are good ! " 

Then after this grace he cast him down : 

Says 1, ' ' You'll get sweeter air 

A pace or two off, on the windward side," 

For Ihe felona' bones lay Ibera 

But he only laugh'd at Ihe empty skulls. 

And ofier'd them pact of his fare. 
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■raE LAST MAN. Hq 

" I nerer harm'd Ihim, and tbey wod'( harm me : 
Lei the proud and the rich be cia*ei>3 1 " 
I did not like ihal strange beggai maa, 
He looked so up at the heavcEis. 
AaoQ he shook out his empty old poke ; 
■■There's the cnunhs," Eailhbe, "for the ravens;' 

It made me angry (o lee his face. 

It had such a jesting look ; 

But while I made up my Dikd to speak, 

A small case-bottle he took : 

Quoth he, " Though 1 gather the green watercress, 

My drink is not of the hiook I " 

Full mauueit-like he tendered the dram ; 

Oh, it came of a dainty cask t 

But whenever it came to his turn to puU, 

" Your leave, good sir, I miist ask : 

But 1 always wipe the brim with my sleeve. 

When a hangmaa sups at my flMkl " 

And then he laughed so loudly and long. 

The churl was quite out of brralh ; 

I thought the very Old One was come 

To mock me before my death, 

And wbhed I had buried the dead men's bones 

That were lying about the heath ! 

Bui the beggar gave me a jolly clap — 
" Come, let as pledge each other. 
For all the stide world is dead tieside. 
And we are brother and brother^ — 
I've a yearning for thee in my heart, 
As if we had come of one mother. 
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) THE LAST MAK. 

" I'tb a yearning for thee in my heait 
That almost mskes me weep, 
For as 1 passed from town to town 
The folks were all stone asleep,— 
But wheD I saw Ihee silting aloft, 
It made mc bolh laugh and leap 1 " 

Now X curse (I thought) be on bis love, 

And a curse upon bis laiith, — 

Ad' if it were not for thai beggar man 

I'd be the King of the eanh,— 

But I promised myself an hour lihould come 

To make him rae his birth,— 

So down we sat and boused again 

Till the sun was in mid-sky. 

When, just when the gentle west-wind caiiu 

We hearkened a dismal cry ; 

" Up, up, on the tree," quoth the beggw m 

" Till these horrible dogs go by 1 " 

And lo I from the forest's far-off skirls. 

They came all yelling for gore, 

A hundred hounds pursuing at once, 

And a panting hart before, 

Till be sunk down al the gallows' foot, 

And there his haunches they tore ! 

His haunches they tore, without a ht>m 
To tell when the chase was done ; 
And there was not a single scarlet Mat 

I turned, and looked at the beggar man. 
And bis teats dropt oite by one 1 
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THE LAST UAK. i 

And with axnei sore he cbid at Ibe hounds, 

Till the last drapt ont at dght : 

Anon, saitb he, "Let's down again. 

And ramble for onr dellf ht, 

For the -worlds all free, and we ma; choose 

A light cosy bard for to-oi^t I " 

With that be set up his staff on end, 
And it fell with the point due West ; 
So we faied that way to a dty graat, 
Where tbe foll£s hod died of the pelt. 
It wax fine to enter in houw and haU, 
Wherever it Uked tne best ; — 

For tbe porters all were slifTand cold, 

And could not lilt their beads ; 

And when we came where tbdr masten lay. 

The rats leapt out of tbe beds : 

The grandest palaces in tbe land 

Were as free as workhouse abedi. 

Bnt tbe brggar man made a Tiremping face. 

And knoeiied at every gate i 

It made me curse to hear how he whined, 

So OUT fellowship turned to hate. 

And I bade him walk the world by hitnseir. 

For 1 scorned so humble a male 1 

So At turned right, and /lumed left, 

As If we bad never met ; 

And I chose a Sadr stone bouse for myself, 

For the city was all to let ; 

And for tlu«e brave holidays drank my fill 

Of the cbmceit that 1 ccHild get. 
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! THE LAST MAN. 

And because aij jetldn was coarse and woni, 

I got me a proper vest ; 

II was purple velvet, stildied o'er with gold, 
And a shining star at the bieast 1 — 

Twos enough to fetch old Joan from bei grave 
To see me so puiely drcst I 

But Joan was dead and onder the nunild, 

And everjt buxom lass ; 

In vain I watched, at (lie window pane, 

For a Christian soul to pass I 

Bat sheep and Idne wandered up the stieel. 

And browsed on the new-come grass. 

When lo \ 1 ipied tbe old beggtil inan. 
And lustily he did sing ! — 
His rags were la.iq>ed in a scarlet doak, 
And a. crown he had like a King ; 
So he sloped right up before my gate 
And danced me a saucy fling 1 

Bleaven mend us all 1 — hut, within my mind, 
I had killed him then and there ; 
To see him lording so bmggart-like 
That was born to his beggar s laic, 
And how he had stolen tbe loyal crown 
His betteis were meant to near. 

Bat God forbid that a thief should die 

Without his shaiG of the laws t 

So I nimbly whipt my tackle out. 

And soon tied up his clawSi— 

I was judge, myself, and jury, and all. 

And solemnly tried the cause. 
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THE LAST KAN. < 

But tbe bt^gat man would not plead, bat crk 

Like a babe without its corab. 
For be knew bow hard it is apt to go 
When the law and a thief bare quarrels,— 
Tbeie wu not a Chiistisn soul alire 
To speak a word for his morals. 

Oh, how gsily I doSed my cosily gear, 

And put on my work-day clothes ; 

I was tired of such a long Sunday Uie,— 

And nevei was one of the slothg ; 

But the bqgar man grumbled a weaiy deal, 

And made man; crooked moutfas. 

So I hauled bim off to the gallows' foot, 
And blinded Mm in his bags : 
TWas a weaiy job to heave him np, 

For a doomed man always lags ; 

But by teaof the clock he was off bis 1^ 

In the wind, and airing his rags I 

So there be hang, and there I stood. 

The Last Man left alive, 

To have my own will of all the earth ; 

Quoth I, now 1 shall IhHvel 

But wbeo was ever honey made 

Wilb one bee in a hive? 

My conscience began to gnaw my heart, 

Before the day was done, 

For other men's lives had all gone out. 

Like candles in tbe sun I— 

Bal It seemed as if I had brake, at last, 

A thousand necks in one I 
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94 THE LAST UAN. 

So I wcDt and cm his bodir down 

To buiy it deceniliei— i 

God send therB were any good Soul alive 

To do tlie like by me 1 

Bui the wild dogs came with tcnitde ipeed, 

And bade me up the dee 1 



Like (heraveuous ocean brim : — 
But when (he wild dofp iiotted away 
Thdrjaws wen Uoody and grim 1 

Their Jaws' were bloody and grim, good Lord 1 

But the beggar man, when was he ? — 

There was nai^ht of bim but aonra ribbong or rags 

Below the gallows'-tree, 

I know ibe Devil, when I am dead, 

Will send his hounds for me I— 

I've buried my baUes one by one, 
And dug the deep hole Tor Joan, 
And covered the feces of Ulb and kin. 
And felt the old chanihyard stone 
Go cold to my hean, full many a time, 
But 1 never felt so looe I 

For the lion and Adam were company, 
And the tiger him tieguiled : 
But the ^mple kine an foes to my liFe, 
And the household brutes are wild. 
It the veriest cur would lick my hand, 
I could love it like a child ! 
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FAITHLESS SALLY BKOWN. 9; 

And the beggar naa'S ghost betels my dream 

At night, to make me madder, — 

And my wretched conscience within my breoit 

Is like s slinging adder : 

I sigh when I pass the gallows' foot, 

And look al the rope and ladder I — 

For hanging looks sweet, --bul, alas I in vain 

My desperate fancy begs, — 

I most lam my cup of sorrows quite up. 

And drink it to the dregs,— 

For there is not another man alive, 

In the world, to pull my legs ! 



FAITHLESS SALLY BROWtf. 
An Old Ballad. 
Young Ben be was a nice young man, 

A carpenter by trade ; 
And he fell in kive with Sally Brown, 

Thai was a lady's maid. 
But IS ifaey fetched a walk one day. 

They met a press-gang crew ; 
And &Jly she did faint away. 

Whilst Ben he was brought to. 
The Boatswain swore with wicked words, 

Enough 10 shock a saint. 
That (hough she did seem in a fit. 

Twas nothing but a feint. 
"Come, girl," said he, "hold up your head 

He'U be as good as me ; 
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So when they'd made their game of 

And taken off her elf, 
She roused, and found she only val 

"And is he gone, and is he gone ?" 
She cried, and wept outright : 

"Then I will to the waterside. 
And see him out of sight." 



■' Now, young woman," said he, 
" If you weep on so, you will make 

Eye-wa(ei in the sea." 
"Alas ! they've taken my beau Ben 

To sail with old Benbow ; " 
And her woe began to run afresh. 

As if she'd said Gee woe I 
Says he, "They've only taken him 

To the Tender ship, you see ; " 
" The Tender sh^," cried Sally Browti, 

" What 3 haid-ship that muot be ! 
" Oh I wo(dd I were a mennaid now. 

For then I'd follow him ; 
Bat oh ! I'm not a fish-woimin. 

And so I caDDOl swim, 
"Alas! I was not bom betiealh 

The Virgin and the Scales, 
So I must curse my cruel stats, 

And walk about in Wales." 
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BACKING THE FAVOUMTB. 

Noir Ben had sailed to man; a place 

That's undemeatta (he wtx'ld ; 
But in two jtais (be ship came home, 

And all hec sails were Airled. 
But when he called on Sally Biown, 

To see how she west on. 
He found she'd got another Ben, 

Whose Christian name was John. 
■ ' O Sally Brown, O Sally Brown I 

How could you serve me so? 
I've met with many a breeze before, 

Bui never such a blow." 
Then reading on his "bacco box, 

He heaved a. bitter agh. 
And then began to eye his pipe, 

And then to pipe his eye. 
Aod then he tried to sing "All's Well." 

But could not (bough be tried : 
His head wa$ turned, and so he cbewod 

Hia pigtail (ill be died. 
His death, which happened in his berth. 

At (orty.odd befell ; 
They went and told the sexton, and 

The sexton toli'd ihe belL 



BACKING THE FAVOURITE. 

Oh a pistol, or a knife I 
For I'm weary of my life.— 
My cup has nothing sweet left to finvour it ; 



-nyGoogli: 



'90 BACKING THE FAVOURrTB. 

Mj estate is ou( at nuise, 

And my heart is like my puise,— 

And all through backing of tbe Farourite t 
AI dear O'Neil's Gist slaH, 
I sported all my heart, — 

Oh, Becher, he never marred a braver hit ! 
For he crossed hei in bar race. 
And made her lose ber place. 

And there was an end of that Favourite t 
Anon to mend my chance, 
For the Goddess of ihe Daoce* 

I pined, and told my enslaver it I — 
But she wedded in a canter, 
And made me a Levanter, 

In Ibrdgn lands to sigh for the Favourite 1 
Tbe next MUs M. A, Tree 
I adored, so sweetly she 

Could warble like a nightinpde and quaver it, — 
But sbe left that course of life 
To be Mr. Bcadshaw's wife. 

And all the world lost on the Favourite ! 
But out of sorrow's surf 
Soon 1 leaped upon the turf, 

Where fortune loves to wanton il and waver it ;— 
But standing on the pet, 
"Oh, my bonny, bonny Bel !" 

Black and yellow pulled short up with the Favourite ! 

* Thi: la» fiTsgrile of Iha Klnt'i Thutre, whs left the 
pu Kul Dflife for a iwrpetui] Bali. I> not that her effigy 

an ethereal (ono tiolding a wreath with both hands above 
ber head— and her husband, in emblem, l»aeathher foot? 
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THE MERMAID OF MARGATE. 99 

Thos Rung bf all the crack, 
I resolved to cut the pack,— 

The Kcond-niters seemed then a safer hli t 
So I laid my liltle odd* 
Against Memuon ! Oh,]«GodsI 

Am I always to be floored by the Favourite I 



THE MERMAID OF MARGATE. 
"Alul what periU do environ 

ThU DUD who meddlai with ■ lirco I '—ffiuUtna. 
On Margate beach, where the sick one roams. 

And the sentimental reads ; 
Where the maideik flirts, and the widow comes 

Like the ocean— to cast her weeds ; — 
Where urchins wander to pick up shells. 

And the Cit to spy M the ships,— 
Like the water gala at Sadler^ Wells,— 

And the Chandler for waleiy dipa ; — 
There's a maiden sits by the ocean Ixitn, 

As lovely and fail as sin 1 
But woe, deep water and woe lo him. 

That she snareth like Peter Fin I 
Her head is crowned with pretty seawaics, 

Atid her locks are golden and loose, 
And sedt to her Teet, like other folks' hdrs, 

To stand, of course, In her shoes I 
And all day long she combeth them well, 

With a sea-shark's prickly jaw ; 
And her mouth is just like a roseJipped <ihetl. 

The fairest that man e'er taw I 



-n, Google 



30 THE MERMAID OF MARGATE. 

And the Fishmonger, humble ai love may be. 

Hath planted his seat b; her side ; 
" Good even, fair maid 1 Is thy lover at sea. 

To make thee io walch the tide?" 
She turned about with her pearly brows. 

And clasped him by the hand ; 
" Come, love, with me ; I've a bonny house 

On the golden Goodwin sand." 
And then she gave him a siren kiss. 

No honeycomb e'er was sweeter ; 
Poor wretch ! how little he dreamt for th& 

That Peter should be Ealt-Peler : 
And avay with her prize to the wave sbc leapt. 

Not walliins, as damsels do. 
With toe and heel, as she ought to have St^. 

But she hopt like a Kangaroo : 
One plunge, and then the victim was bhnd, 

WhiUl they galloped across the tide ; 
At last, on the bank he waked in his mind. 

And the Beauty was by his side. 
One hair on the sand, and half in the sea. 

But his hair began to stifTen ; 
For when he looked where her feet should be. 

She had no more feet than Miss Biffen ! 
But a scaly tail, of a dolphin's growth. 

In the dabbling brine did soak : 
At last she opened her pearly mouth. 

Like an oyster, and thus she spoke ; 
"Youerimpt my father, who was a skate,— 

And my sister yon sold -a maid ; 
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THE MERMAID OF MARGATE. lOI 

So here remain Tor a fish'ry fate, 

For lost you are, and betrayed ! " 
And away 3he went, with a sea-guH's scream. 

And a splash of her saucy (ail : 
In a moment he lost [he silvery gleam 

Thai shone on her splendid mail ! 
The sun went down with a blood-red flame, 

And Ihe sVy grew oloudy and black, 
And the lumblirg billows like leap-frog came. 

Each over the other's back ! 
Ah me ! it had been a beauilful scene, 

With the safe terra-firma ronrd ; 
Bui the green walei-hillocks all seem'd to him 

Like (hose in a churchyard ground ; 
And .Christians love in ihe lurf to'lie, 

Not in watery graves to be ; 
Nay, the very fishes will sooner die 

On rbe land than in the sea. 
And whilst he afood, the watery strife 

Encroached on every hand, 
And (he ground decreased, — his moments of life 

Seemed measured, liite Time's, by sand ; 
And still the waters foamed in, lilie ale, 

In fro[it, and on either flank, 
He knew that Goodwin and Co. musl fail. 

There was such a run on the bank. 
A little more, and a little more, 

The surges came tumbling in, 
He sang the evening hymn twice o'er. 

And thought of eveiy sin ! 
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}2 THE MERMAID OF MARGATE. 

Each flounder and plaice lay cold at hii heart. 

As cold as bis marble slab ; 
And be Ihoughi lie felt, in eveiy pari, 

The pincers of scalded crab. 
The squealing lobslecs ihal be had boiled, 

And ihe liltle potted shrimps, 
All the homy prawns he had e\er spoiled, 

Gnawed into his soul, like imps t 
And the billows were wandering tb and fro. 

And the glorious sun was sunk, 
And Day, getting black in the face, as though 

OF the night-shede she had dmnk I 
Had there been but a smuggler's cargo adrift, 

One tub, or keg, to be seen, 
It might have given his spirits a lift 

Or an aniir where /fofic might lean 1 
But there was not a box or a beam afloat. 

To raft him Itom Ihat sad place ; 
Not a skilT, not a yawl, or a mackerel boat, 

Nor a smack upon Neptune's face. 
At last, his lingering hopes to buoy. 

He saw a sail and a mast. 
And called " Ahoy ! "—but it was not a hoy, 

And so the vcBsel went past. 
And wllh saucy wing that flapped In his face, 

The wild bird about him Hew. 
With a shrilly scream, that twitted his casa, 

"Why, thou art a sea-gull too!'" 
And lo 1 the tide was over his feel ; 

Oh I hb heait began to fieeie, 
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AS IT FELL UPON A DAY. lOJ 

And slowy to pulse :— in another beat 

The wave was up to his knees I 
He was dmfenfd amidst the uounlain tops, 

And the salt spray blinded his eye:, 
And washed away the olbet salt drops 

That giief had caused lo arise : — 
But just as bis body was all afloat, 

And ibe surges above bim bioke, 
He was saved from ihe hungry deep by a boat 

Of Deal— (but builded of oak). 
The skipper gave tiim a dram, as he lay, 

And chafed his shivering skin ; 
And the Angel returned that was flying awny 

With the spirit of Peter Fin I 



AS IT FELL UPON A DAY. 
Oh I what's befallen Bessy Brown, 

She stands so squalling in Ihe street ; 
She's let her pitcher tumble down, 

And all the water's at her feel ! 
The little schoolboys stood about, 

And buighEd to see her pumping, pumping ; 
Now with a curtsey la the spout, 

And then upon her tiptoes jumping. 
Long time she waited for her neighbours 

To have their turns : — but she must lose 
The watery wuges of her labours, — 

Except a little in her shoes ! 
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Without a voice [o lell her tale. 

And ugly ironsport In lier face i 
All like a, jugless uighiingale, 

She thinks of her bereavM case. 
At last she sobs— she cries— she screams!— 

And poors her flood of sorrows oat, 
From eyes and moutb, in mingled streams, 

Just like the lion on the spouL 
For well poor Bessy knows her mother 

Must lose her tea, for water's lack. 
That Sukey bums — and baby-brother 

Musi be diy-rubbed with huck-a-back ! 



A VAIRY TALE. 

On Hounslow Healh — and close beside the road, 
As western travellers may oft have seen, — 
A little house some years ago there stood, 

A minikin abode ; 
And built like Mr. Krkbeck's all of wood : 
The walls of white, the window-shulters green,— 
Four wheels it had at North, South, East, and West 

(TbouEli no*- at rest). 
On which it used to wander to and fro. 
Because its master ne'er maintained a rider. 

Like those who trade in Paternoster Row ; 
But made his business travel for itself, 

nil he had made his pelf. 
And then tetired— if ode may call il so, 

or a roadsider. 
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A FAIRY TALE. 



los 



Perchance, the very race and constant riot 
Of stages, long and short, which thereby ran, 
Made him mote lelish the repcse and quiet 

Of his now sedentarj caravan ; 
Perchance, he loved the ground because 'twas com ra«i. 

And so he might impale a stiip of sc«l 
That furnished, by his (oil. 
Some dust; greens, for him and his old woman ; — 
And five tail hollyhocks, in dingy flower -. 
Howbeit, (he iboroughhre did no ways spoil 
Hia peace, unless, in some ontacky hour. 
A stray horse came, and got>bled up hb bow'r. 



And. used to brisker Ufe, both man and wife 
Began to suffer N U E's approaches. 
And feel retirement like a long wet Sunday, — 
So, having bad some qtmrterj of school breeding, 
They turned themselves, like other folks, to reading ; 
But setting out where othets nigh have done. 

And bdng ripened in the seventh stage, 
The childhood of old age, 
Bq[an, as other children have begun, — 
Not with the pastorals of Mr. Pope, 

Or Bard of Hope, 
Or Paley ethical, or learned PoRon,— 
But speit, on Sabbaths, in St. Mark, or John, 
And then relax'd themselves with Whittington, 

Or Valentine and Orson— 
But chiefjy fairy tales they loved to con. 
And being easily mehed in their dotage. 
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Reading,— and vcpt 
Over the while Cat, in iheir woodeo cottage. 

Thus reading on— the longer 
Theyread, of course, their childbb faith grew stiongPT 
In Gnomes, and Hags, and Elres. and GianlE grim, — 
If talking Trees and Birds reveaJed to him, 
She saw the flight of Fairyland's fly-iitaggons, 

And magic fishes swim 
In puddle ponds, and took old crows for dragons,— 
Both were quite drunk frotn the enchanted flagons ; 
When as it fell upon a summer's day, 

As the old man sat a feeding 

On the old-babe reading, 
Be^de his open street-and-parlour door, 

A hideous roar 
Proclaimed a drove of beasts was coming bf the way. 

l.ong-horned, and short, of many a different breed. 
Tall, tawny brutes, from famous Lincoln-levels 

Or Durham feed ; 
With some of Ihose unquiet black dwarf devils 

From nether side of Tweed, 

OrFinhofForth; 
Ixwking bait wild with joy lo leave the North,— 
With dusty hides, all mobbing on together, — 
When, — whether from a fly's malicious comment 
Upon his lender flank, from which he shrank; 

Or whether 
Only In some enthusiastic moment, — 
However, one brown monster, in a frisk. 
Giving his tail a perpendicular whisk. 
Kicked out a passage through the beastly rabble ; 
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And adei a pas seul,— or, if you will, a 
Horn-pipe before (lie ba^ei-maliei's villa, 

Leapt o'er the liny pale,— 
Backed his beersteaks against the wooden gable. 
And throsl bis brawnj bell-rope of a tail 

Right o'er the page, 

Wbereia the sage 
JusI then was spelling some romantic fabla 

The old man, half a schglar, halfadunce. 

Could not peruse, — who could t — two tales al once ; 

And being buQed 
At what be knew was none of Riquet's Tufi ; 

Banged-to the door. 
But most unluckily enclosed a morsel 
Of the intruding tail, and all the tassel :— - 

The monster gave a roar, 
And bolting off with speed increased by pain. 
The httle house became a coach once more, 
And, like Macheath, " took to the toad" again! 

Just then, by fortune's whirosicBl decree, 
Tbe ancient woman stooping with her crupper 
Towards sweet home, or where sweet houte should be 
Was getting up some household herbs for supper ; 
Thoughtful of Cinderella, in tbe late. 
And, quaintly wondering if magic shifts 
Could o'er a common pumpkin so prevail, 
To turn it to a coach ; — wbal piecly gifts 
Might come of cabbages, and curly kale ; 
Meatiwhite she never heard her old man's wall, 
Nor turned, till home had turned a comer, quite 
Gone out of sigh) ! 



N, Google 



Io8 THE FALL OF THE DEER. 

At last, coriceive her, ri^ng from the ground, 
Weai> of silting on her russet clothing, 
And looking round 
Where rest was to be Tound, 
There was no bouse— no vilta there— no uolluni 
No house 1 
The change was quite amiziag j 
I( made her senses stagger for a minute, 
Tbo riddle's eiplication seemed fo harden ; 
But soon her superannuated nous 
Enplain'd the horrid mystery ; — and raidng 
Her hand to heaven, with ihe cabbage in it. 

On which she meant (o sup, — 
" Well ! (his it Fairy work 1 I'll bet a forden. 
Little Prince Silverwlngs has kelcti'd me up. 
And set me down In some one else's garden ! " 



THE FALL OF THE DEER. 
[From an old US.] 
Now the loud Crye-is up, and harkel 
The barkye Trees give back the Dark ; 
The House Wife heares the merrie txiut. 
And runnes,— and lets the beere r^n out. 
Leaving her Babes lovwepe, — for why? 
She likes to heere the Deer Qogges crye, 
And see Ihe wild Slag how he stretches 
The naturall Buck-skin of his Breeches, 
Running like one of Human kind 
Dogged by fleet Bailiffes close behind— 
As if he had nol payde his Bill 
Foe Ven'son, or was owing still 
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DECEMBER AND MAY. 

For his two Homes, and soe did gel 
Over his Head and E:ars in Debt ;— 
Wherefore he strives to paye his Waye 
With his long Legges (he while he maye : — 
But he is chased, like Silver Dish, 
' As well HS anye Hart may wish. 
Except that one whose Heart doth beat 
So fesle it hasleneth his Feel ;— 
And runninge soe he holdeth Death 
Four Feet from him,— till his Breath 
Faileth. and slacking Pace at last, 
From runninge slow he standeth faaCe, 
With homie Bayonelles at baye 
To baying Dogges around, and they ' 
Pushing him sore, he pusheth sore, 
And gorelh them that seek his Gore, — 
Whatever Dogge his Home dolh rive 
Is dead-as sure as he's alive ! 
So that courageous Hait doth fight 
With Fate, and calleth up his might, 
And standeth stout that he may Call 
Bravelye, and be avenged of all. 
Nor like a Craven yeeld his Breath 
Uoderthejawes of Dogges and Death 1 



DECEMBER AND MAY. 

" Crabbed Age and Voaih onDot livs togei 

Said Nestor, to his pretty wife, quite sorrowful one day, 
" Why, dearest, will you shed in pearls those lovelj 
eyes away ? 
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no A WOITEK MOSeCAY. 

You ought lo be more fortlSeiJ." "Ah, brute, be 

quiel, do, 
I know I'm not so fortyfied, nor Gflyfied, as you ! 
"Oh, men an vile deceivers all, as I bave ever heard. 
You'd die for me you swore, and I — I took you at 

your word. 
I was a tradesman's widow then—a pretty change 

I've made ; 
To live and die the wife of one, a widower by trade ! " 
'' Come, come, my dear, these fligbly ai:5 declare, in 

sober truth, 
You want as much In age, indeed, as I can warn in 

youth : 
Besides, you said you liked old men, though now at 

roe you huff." 
"Why, yes," she *^, "and so I do — but you're 

not old enough I " 
"Come, come, roydear, let's make it op, and bave a 

quiet hive ; 
I'U be the best of men- 1 mean, 111 be the best n/iW / 
Your grieidng so will kilt me, for it cuts me to the 

" I thank ye, sir, Tor telling me— for now I'll grieve 



A WINTER NOSEOAY. 

Oh. withered winter blossoms, 
Dowager-Bowers, — the December vanity. 
In antiquated visages and bosoms,— 
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A WINTER MOSEGAT. 1 

What arc ye planned for. 

Unless to stand for 
Emblems, and peevish morate of humanily ? 

There is my Qiulcer Aunt, 
A Paper-Flower,— with a formal border 

No breese could e'er disorder, 
Pouting at that <^ l>eaa-'-tbe Winter Cherr]r, 

A puckered berry ; 
And Box, lilce a lough-livfd annoitanl, — 

Verdant alway — 
From quarter-day even to quarter-day ; 
And poor old Hooesiy, as tbin ai want. 

Well named— God-wot ; 
Under the baptism of the water-pot, 
The very apparition of a plant ; 



Because thy vi 

That never wo 

Made boles in Ihy most perfect indentation ? 

Tis likely that sour leaf. 

To garden thief, 
Forcepped or winged, was never a temptation ;- 
Well, — still uphold thy wintry reputation ; 
Still shalt thou frown upon all ioveis' trial : 
And when, like Greciao maJds, young maids of Di 

Converse with flow'rs, 
Then thou shall be the token of denial. 

Away 1 dull weeds, 
Bom without bent£eial use or needs I 
Fit i^ly to deck out cold windlng4heets ; 



-n, Google 



[3 EQUESTRIAN COURTSHIP. 

And then Dot for tbe inilkmaid's funeral bloon^ 

Or Fair Fidele's tomb 

To tantalise,— vile cheaN t 
Souk prodigal bee, wlih hope of after-sweets. 

Frigid and rigid. 

As it je never knew 

One drop of dew, 
Or tbe warm sua resplendent ; 
Indifierenl of culture and of care, 
Giving no sweets back lo tbe fostering air. 
Churlishly independent — 

I hale je, of all breeds I 
Yea, all that live so selfishly— to self. 
And not by interchange of Idndly deeds — 

Hence 1 — from my shelf 1 



EQUESTRIAN COURTSHIP. 

It was a youiig maiden went forth to ride, 
And there was a wooer to pace by her side ; 
His hoise was so little, and hers so high. 
He thought his angel was up in the sky. 

His lore was great, though his wit was small ; 
He bade her ride easy— and that was all. 
The very horses began to neigh, — 
Because their betters had nought to say. 
They rode by elm, and they rode by oafc, 
Tliey rode l^ a churchyard, and then he spoke ; 
" My pretty makien, if youTl agree, 
You shall always amble through life with me." 
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SHE IS FAR FROM THE LAND. II 

The damsel answered him never a word. 

But kicked the gn:j mare, and away she Spurred. 

The wooer still followed behind (he jade, 

And eajojed — like a wooer— Ihe dust she made. 

Tfaey rode thro' moss, and they rode tbro' moor,— 

The {:allant behind and Ihe lass before :-~- 

Al last (hey came to a miry place, 

And there the sad wooer gave up ibe cbate. 

Quotb he. "If my nag was better to ride, 

I'd follow her over the world so wide. 

Oh, it is not my love that begins to fail. 

But I've lost the last glimpse of the grey mare's tall! 



SHE IS FAR FROM THE LAND, 

Cables entangling her, 
Shiptpars for mangling her. 
Ropes sure of strangling her ; 
Blocks over-dangling her i 
Tnler to batter her. 
Topmast to shatter her. 
Tobacco to spatter her ; 
Boreas blustering. 
Boatswain quite flustering, 
llunder-clouds mustering 
To blast her with sulphur — 
If the deep don't engulf her ; 
Sometimes fear's scrutiny 
Pries out a mutiny, 
Snifts conflagration. 
Or hints at 
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SHE IS FAR FROM THE LAtlD. 

All the sea-dangers, 
Buccaneers, rangers, 
Brates and Salle-men, 
Algerine galleymen. 
Tornadoes and (yphons. 
And horrible syphons. 
And submarine travels 
Thro' roaring sea-navels, 
Gverylhing wrong enongh, 
Long-boat not long enoagh. 
Vessel not strong enongh ; 
Pitch maning frippery. 
The deck very sU[q3ery, 
And the cabin — built sloj^ng. 
The Captain a-toping, 
And the mate a tdasphemer. 
That nanus his RedeeoKr, 
With inward uneasiness ; 
The cook known by gi 
The victuals beshibbCT'd, 
Her bed~in a. cupboard ; 
Things of strange christening. 
Snatched in her Ustening, 
Blue lights and red hghts 
And mendon of dead-Ughts, 
And shrouds made a theme of, 
Things hoTTir! to dream of,-*^ 

To fear all eihort her j 
Her friend no Leander, 
Herself no sea-gander, 
And ne'er a cork-jackel 
On board of the packet I 
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TIM TURPIK. 



Everything dnisfer, 
Not a church minister,— 
Pilot a blunderer, 
Coial reefs under her, 
Readf lo sunder her ; 
Trunks lipsy-Iop&yj 
Tbe ship in a dropsy ; 
Waves oversurging her. 
Sirens a-dligeing her ; 
Shteks all expecting her, 
Swardfish dissecting hei. 
Crabs with their band-vices 

Punishing land VECCS ; 

Sea-dogs and unicorns. 
Things with no puny hams,— 



" Good Lord, deliver us 



TIM TURPIN. 



lIM Tl-bpin he was grave! blind. 
And ne'er had seen the skies ; 

For Nature when his head was made. 
Forgot to dot his eyes. 
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TIM TUSPDJ. 



So, like a Chriatraas pi 

Poor Tim was forced to ao — 
Look out for pu|^1a : for be had 

A vacancy for two. 

There's some have specs to help thdr ^gbt 

Of objects dim and small : 
But Tlin had specks wilhin his eyes, 

And could not see at alL 

Now Tim he wooed a servant maid, 

And took herto his arms } 
For be, like Pyramus, bad cast 

A wall-eye on her charms. 

By day she led him up and down, 

Where'er he wished to jog, 
A happy wife, altho' she led 

The Ufe ot any dog. 

But jost when Tjm had lived a monlh 

In honey with his wife, 
A sui^eon op'd his Milion eyes, 

Uke oysters, with a knife. 

But when his eyes were opened thus. 

He wished tliem dark again : 
For when he look'd upon his wife. 

He saw her very plain. 
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Her face was bad. her figure worse. 



Now Hm be was a feeliog man ; 

For when his ^ghC was thick 
It made him feel for everything— 

But (hat was with a stick. 

So, with a cudgel in his hand— 

It was not light or slim- 
He knocked at his wife's bead UDlil 



And whni the corpse was siiif atid cold. 
He took his slaughtered spouse^ 

And laid her in a heap with all 
The ashes of her house. 



But like a wicked m 
He lived in constant fear 

From day to day, and so he cut 
His throat from ear to ear. 

The neighbours fetched a doctor in 
Said he, "I'his wound I dread 

Can hardly be sewed up— his life 
Is hanging on a ihiead." 



I. Coo^^lc 



TIM TURPIN. 



Odt wben another week was gone, 
He gave him stronger hope — 

Instead of banging on a thread. 
Of hanging on a rope. 

Ah 1 wben he hid his bloody work 

la ashes round about, 
How little he supposed (he trwh 

Would soon be ^ed out. 

But when the parish dustman came, 

His rubbish (o withdraw, 
He found more dust within the heap 

1 han he contracted for 1 

A doien men to try the fact 
Were sworn that very day ; 

But though they all were juiora, yet 
No conjurors were they. 

XVIII. 

Said Tim unto those jurymen, 
You need not waste your breath. 

For I confess myself at once 
The author of her death. 



And, oh 1 when I reflect upon 
The blood that I have spill, 

Jusl tike a butloa is my Mul, 
Inscribed with AaaiAeguill/ 



I. C^lOj^lc 



Then tumiDg round his bead again. 

He saw before his eyes, 
A great judge, and a litlk judfe. 

The judges of a-aiz« I 

The great Judge look his Judgment c:ip. 

And put it on his head, 
And sentenced Tiro by law to hang 

Till he was three times dead. 

So he was tried, and he was hung 

(Rl punishment for such) 
On Hoishain-dTop, atwl none can say 

It was a drop loo much. 



THE UONKBY-iiARTYR. 



will : » I raroed (buui ihc cbee to get to iht door.''- 

Tis strange, what awkward figures and odd capers 
Folks cut, vlio seek rhtir doclrinc from the papers 
Bui there are many shallow politicians. 
Who take their bias from bewildered journals- 
Turn Slate physicians, 
And make themselves fools'-eaps of ihe diumsls. 
One of this kind, not human, but a monkey, 
Had read himself at last to this sour creed— 
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THE MONKEY-MARTYR. 



And man a lyia.nI i 

He could not read 
Of niggers whipt, or over-trampled weavers. 
But he applied their wrongs to his own seed, 
And nourished thoughts that threw him into feveis. 
His very dreams were full of martial beavers, 
And drilling Pugs, for liberty pugnacious, 

To sever chains veiatious, 
In Kkct, he thought that all his injured line 
Should lake up pikes in hand, and never drop 'em 
Till they had cleared a road to Freedom's shrine, — 
Unless perchance the turnpike men should slop 'em. 

Full of this rancour. 

Pacing one day beside Si. Clement Danes, 

It came into his brains 
To give a look in at the Crown and Anchor ; 
Where certain solemn sages of (he nation 
Were at thai moment in deUberalion 
How to relieve the wide world of ils chains. 

Pluck despots down. 

And thereby crown 
Whitee as well as blaiiee.man-cipalion. 
Pug heard the speeches with great approbation. 
And gazed with pride upon the Liberatois ; 

To see mere coalheavers 

Such perfect Bolivars- 
Waiters of inns sublimed to innovatois — 
And slaters dignified as legislators- 
Small publicans demanding (such their high sense 
Of liberty) an universal licence— 



.-n.CoOJ^Ic 



THE MONKEY-UARTYB. 121 

And patten-malieis easing Freedom's clogs — 

The wbole thing seemed 

So fine, he deemed 
Tbe smallest demagogues as great as Gogs ! 

PuK, with some curious notions in his noddle, 
Walked out at last, and turned into tbe Strand, 

To the left hand, 
Conning some portions oT the previous (waddle, 
And striding with a step that seemed designed 
To represent the might; March of Mind, 

Instead of that slow waddLe 
Of thought, to which our ancestors inclined. 
No wonder, then, that be should quickly Gnd 
He stood in front of that intrusive pile, 

Where- Crass keeps many a kind 

Of bird confined. 
And fiee-bom animal, in durance vile — 
A thought (hat stirred up all tbe monkey-bile. 

The window stood ajar — 

Nor, like Parnassus, very hard lo climb — 
The hour was verging on the supper-time. 
And many a. growl was sent through many a bar. 
Meanwhile Pug scrambled upward like a tai, 

And soon crept in. 

Unnoticed in the din 
Of tuneless throats, that made the attics ring 
With all the harshest notes that tbey could bring; 

For, like the Jews, 

Wild beasts refuse 
la midst of their captivity —to sing. 
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122 THE MONKEY-MART\-R. 

Lord 1 how it made him cbafe. 
Full of bb new emancipallng zeal, 
To look arouud upon this bmte-bastilep 
And see the king of creatures in — a safe ! 
The desert's deniien in one small den. 
Swallowing slavery's most bitter pills — 
A bear in bais unbeaiubte. And then 
The fielful porcupine, with all its quills 

Imprisoned iit a pen I 
A tiger limited to four feet ten. 

And, still worse lot, 

A leopard to one spot ', 

An elephant enlarged, 

But not discharged 
([t was before the elephant was shot) ; 
A doleful wanderoo, that wandered not ; 
An ounce much disproportioned to bis pound. 

frig's wrath waited hot 
To gaie upon these captive creatures round ; 
Whose claws— all scritohing— gave bim full assui- 

They found their durance vile of vile endurance. 

He went above — a solitary mounter 

Up gloomy stairs — and saw a penuve group 

Of hapless (owls — 

Cranes, vultures, owls ; 
In fad, it was a sort of Poultry Compter, 
Where feathered prisoners were doomed to droop : 
Here sat an eagle, forced to make a sloop, 
Not from the skies, bu( his impending toof ; 

And there aloof, 
A pilling ostrich, moping in a coop ; 
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Wiih oiber Minples of the trird creation, 

All caged against ibeir powers and their wills ; 

And cramped in such a space, the longest bills 

Were plainly bills of least accommodalion. 

In truth, it was a very ugly scene 

To fall to any liberator's share. 

To see those wingM fowls, that once had been 

Free as the wind, no freer than fixed air. 

Hb temper little mended. 
Pug from this Bird-cage Walk at last descended 

Unto the lion and [he elephant. 

His bosom In a pant 
To see all nature's Free List thus suspended. 
And beasts deprived of what she had intended. 

They could not even prey 

In their own way — 
A hardship always reckoned quite prodigious. 

Hius be revolved, 

And soon resolved 
To give them freedom , civil and religious. 
That night there were no country cousins, raw 
From Wales, to view the lion and his kin : 
The keeper's e/es were fixed upon a saw ; 
The saw was fixed upon a bullock's shia t 

Mean ' bile with stealthy paw, 

Pug hastened to withdraw 
The bolt that kept the king of brutes within. 
Now, monarch of the forest 1 thou shall win 
Precious enfranchisement— ihy bolts are undone; 
Thou art no longer a degraded creature, 
But loose to roam with liberty and nature, 
And free of all the jungles about London— 
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124 DEATH S RAMBLE. 

All Hampstead's healhy desert lies before thee ! 
MeChinks I see thee bound Troni Ctqss'i ark, 

Of Hounslow Forest and the Regent's Parlt— 
Thin Rhodes's cows — themail-ooachsleedsemtanger. 
And gobble parish watchmen after dark : — 
Melhinks I see [bee, with the early lark. 
Stealing to Merlin's cave— (''^J^ <^3^)- -^'^ 
That such bright visions should not come to pass ! 
Alas, for freedom, and for freedom's hero ! 

Alas, for liberty of life and limb ! 
For Pug had only half unbolted Nero, 

When HiTO bolted him I 



DEATH'S RAMBLE. 
One day the dreary old King of Death 

Inclined for some sport nilh the carnal, 
So he lied a pack of darts on his back. 

And quietly stole from his cbameL 
His head was t>ald of flesh and of hair. 

His body was lean and lank, 
His jdnis at each stir make a crack, and the cur 

Took a gnaw, by the way, at his shank. 
And what did he do with his deadly darts. 

This goblin of grisly bone? 
He dabbled and spilled man's blood, andhe killed 

Like a butcher that kills his own. 
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DEATH S RAMBLE. 



Death saw Iwo Quakers silling at church. 

Quoth he, "We shall not differ." 
And tie let (hem alone, like figures of stone. 

For he coold not make them sliSte. 
He saw two duelhils going to fight, 

In tear they could not smother ; 
And he shot one thnmgh at once— for he knew 

Tbey neret would shoot each other. 
He saw a watchman fast in his box. 

And he gave a snore ipfernal ; 
SaidE>eath, " He may keephis breath, for his steep 

Can never be more eternal." 
He met a coachman driving his coach, 

So slow, that his fare grew sick ; 
Bat he lei him stray on his tedious way. 

For Death only wata on the quick. 
Death saw a (oil-man laking a loll. 

In (he spirit of his rra(emily ; 
But he knew (hat sort of man would extort 

Though summoned to all eternity. 
He found an author writing his Ufe, 

But he let him write no further ; 
For Death, who strikes whenever he likes. 

Is jealous of all self-murlhcT '. 
X)ea(h saw a patient that pulled out his pune. 

And B doctor that took the sum ; 
But he let them be— for he knew that the "fee " 

Was a prelude to "faw" and "fum." 
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He met a dustman ringing a. bell. 

And he gave him a mottal thrust ; 
For himself, by law, ance Adam's flaw, 

T . .^ fgj. gH (J„J. Jyj^ 



He saw a sailor mixing his grog'. 

And be marked liim out for slaughter ; 
For on water he scarcely had cared for Death, 

And never on nim-and-water. 
Death saw two players playing at cards, 

Eut the game wasn't worth a. dump. 
For he quickly laid ihem flat with a spade. 

To wait for the final trump ! 



CRANIOLOGY. 
'Tts strange how like a very dunce, 
Man— with his bumps upon his sconce. 
Has lived so long, and yet no knowledge he 
Has had, till lately, of Phrenology— 
A science that by simple dint of 
Head-combing he should find a. hint of. 
When sctatchiog o'er those Uitle poll-hills. 
The faculties throw up like mole-hills ; 
A science that, in very s[dte 
Of all his teeth, ne'er came to light. 
For though he knew his skull hai grindert. 
Still there turned up no organ Anders, 
Still sages wrote, and ages fled, 
And no man's head came in his head— 
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CRANIOLOGY. I ! 

At last great Dr. Gall bestirs him — 

1 don't know but it might be SpunheJm — 

Tho' native of a dull and slovf land, 

And makes partition of our PoU-liuid ; 

At our Acquisitiveness guesses, 

And all those necessary itaai 

Indicative of human habits, 

AU buiTowhig in the head like rabbiti. 

Thus Veneration, he made known, 

Had got a lodging at the Crown ; 

And Music (hx Deville's example) 

A set of diambers in the Temple ; 

That Language taught the tongues close by, 

And took in pupils thro' the eye. 

Close by his neighbour Computation, 

Who taught the eyebrovs numeration. 

The science thus — ti> speak in fit 
Terms— having struggled from its nil. 
Was seized on by a swaim of Scotchmen 
Those sdentiGcal hotch-potch men, 
Who have at least a penny dip, 
And wallop in all doctorship, 
Just as in making broth tb«y imatter 
By bobbing twenty things in water : 
Tliese men, I say, made quick appllltDCe 
And close, to phrenologic science ; 
For of all learnAd themes whatever, 
Tbat schools and colleges deliver. 
There's none they love so near the bodies. 
As analysing their own noddles ; 
Thus in a trice each northern blockhead 
Had got his fingers in his shock bead, 
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CRAMIOLOGY. 

And of his bumps was babbling yel worse 
Than pooi Miss CapuUt's dry wet-nune ; 
Till having been su^dent rangers 
Of their awn head';, ihey took to stiangeis'. 
And found in Presbyterians' palls 
The things they hated in their souls I 
Far Presbyterians hear with passion 
Of orgatis joined with veneration. 
No kind there was of human pumpkin 
Bui at ils bumps ii had a bumpkin ; 
Down to the very lowest gullion, 
And oiliest skull of oily scullion. 
No great man died but this they did do, 
They begged his cranium of his widow : 
No murderer died by law disaster. 
But Ihey look off his sconce in plaster ; 
For thereon they could show depending. 
" Tbe head and front of his offending : " 
How (hat his philanthropic bnmp 
Was mastered by a baser lump ; 
For every bump (these wags insist) 
Has its direct antagonist. 
Each striving stoutly to prevail. 
Like horses knotted tail to tail I 
And many a stiff and sturdy battle 
Occurs between these adverse cattle, 
The secret cause, beyond all question, 
oraches ascribed to indigestion, — 
Whereas 'lis but two knobby rivals 
Tugging together like sheer devils. 
Till one gets mastery, good or sinister. 
And comes in like a new prime-minister. 
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EluSi biai in some mastn node is : — 
What tdtes M'Adam where a road is, 
To bamniei Utile pebbles less ? 
His OT^an of DestmcCiveness. 
Wbat makes great Joseph so eacumber 
Debate ? a lumping lump of Number : 
Or Malthus rail at baUes so ? 
The smailness of his Philopra— 
What seven man and wife ? a. simple 
Defect of the Adhesive pimple : 
Or nialuts weak women go astray 7 
Their bumps are more in fault than the;. 

These facts being round and set in order 
By grave M.D.s beyond the Border, 
To make them for some months etonal. 
Were ealered monthly in a, journal, 
Tliat many a northern sage still writes in. 
And throws bis little Northern Lights in. 
And proves and proves about the phreooi, 
A great deal more than I or be knows : 
How Music suffers, par exempli. 
By wearing tight hats round the temple; 
What ills great boiters have to fear 
From blisters put behind tlte ear ; 
And how a porter's Veneration 
Is hurt by porter^ occupation ; 
Whether shillelaghs in italily 
May deaden Indivldualily ; 
Or tongs and poker be creative 
Of alterations in th' Amadre ; 
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A PARTHIAN GLANCE. 

ir falb f^om scaffolds make us less 
iDcUaed to all CooECmctiveiiess : 
With moie such malters, all applying 
To heads — and therefore iead'ityia^ 



A PARTHIAN QLANCE. 

" Svreet Mcmoiy, nftcd b; thy gentle pie, 



CoHE, my Crcmy, let's think upoQ far-away days, 

And lift up a little Oblivions veil ; 
Let's consider the past with a lingering gaie. 
Like a peacock wbose eyes are inclined to his tail. 

Ay, come, let us turn our attention behind, 

IJke those critics whose heads are so heavy, 1 Tear, 
That ihey t^nnot keep up with the march of the 



Looking over Time's crupper and over his tall, 
Oh I what ages and page* there are lo revise ! 

And as farther our back-searching glances prevail. 
Like the emmets, " how little we are in our e}'es I " 

What a sweet pretty Innocent, half a yard long. 
On a dimity lap of true nursety make I 

I can fancy I hear (he old lullaby song 
That was meant to compose me, but kept me 
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A PAKTHIAN GLANCE. 



Methinhs I slltl suller the inbutine throes, 

Wben my flesh was a cushion for nny long pin — 

Whilst Iber patted my body to comfoit tny won. 
Oh 1 bow little thef dreamt tbej were driving 



Infant sonows are sCrong— infant pleasures as weak — 
Bnt no grief was allowed lo indulge in its note ; 

Did jiou ever attempt a small " bubble and squealc," 
Thro' the Dalby's Carminative down In jroui 
throat? 



Oh ! I can't but agree with both ends, and pronounce 
"Head or tails" with a child, an unpleasantish 

Then an urchin— I see myself urchin, indeed, 

WithasmoothSunday face for a mother's delight; 
Why should weeks have an end ? — I am sure there 

Of a Sabbath to follow each Saturday nigbl. 



Was your face ever sent to the housemaid to scrub? 

Have you ever felt huckaback softened irilb sand ? 
Had you ever your nose towelled up Co a snub, 

And yoor eyes knuckled out with the back of tha 
hand? 
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Then a schoolboy — mjt (ajloi was noising in &ul(. 
For an nrchio will grow to a Ud bjr degrees, — 

Bui how well I remember that "pepper and salt,' 
That was down to the elbows, and up to the kneeil 

What a figure it cut when as Norval I spiike ! 

With a lankjF right leg duly planted before ; 
Whilst I [oldofthechief that was killed by my stroke. 

And extended ib>> arms as "the arms that be 



Neitt a Lover — Oh ! say, were you ever in love ? 

Willi a lady loo cold— and your bosom too hoi 1 
Have you bowed lo a shoe-tie, and knelt to a ^ove? 

Like a ieau that desired to be tied in a knot? 



Wilh the Bride all in while, and your body in blue. 
Did you walk op the aisle— the genleelest of men ? 

When I think of thai beautiful vision anew. 
Oh I I seem but the iij^a of what I was then 1 

I am withered and wom by a premature cate. 
And my wrinkles confess the decKne of my days ; 

Oid Time's busy iiand has made free with my hair, 
And I'm seeking to hide it — by writing for bays. 
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A SAILORS APOLOGY FOR BOW-LECS. 

There's some is bom with ihetr legssi raigh t by natur — 
And some is bom wilh bow-legs from the fiisl — 
And some (hat should ha*« growed a. good dral 
straigbter, 

Bui the; were badly nuised. 
And set, yoa see, like Bacchus, with [heir pegs 

Astride or casks and kegs. 
I've got myself a sort or bow to larboard 

And slHiboard, 
And [his is whal It was that waiped my legs: 
TwBS all along of Poll, as I may say. 
Thai fouled my cable when 1 ought to slip : 

But on the tenth of May, 

When I gets under weigh, 
Down there in Haitfordshire, lo join my ship, 

1 sees the mail 

Get tmder sail, 
The only one there was to make the trip. 

Wdl, I gives chase, 

Butasiherun 

Two knots lo one, 
There wam't no use in keeping on (he race ! 
Wen, casting round about, wbal next (o try on. 

And how to spin, 
I sptaa an ensign wilh a Bloody Lkm, 
Aiid bears away (o leeward for (he inn. 

Beats round the gable. 
And felcdies up before the coach hoise s(able. 
Well, there they stand, four kicken in a row, 

And so 
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S SAItOR's APOLOGY FOR BOW-LEGS 
nakes Tree to cut a brown 'Mil's cable. 



And gets a kind of sort of a land-waiter 

To splice me, heel to bcel, 

Under the she-maie's keel, 
And ofTI goea, and leaves the inn a-stam] 

My eyes 1 how sbe did [Htcb ! 
And woukln'l keep her own logo in no line, 
Tbo' 1 kept bowing, bowsing at ber bow-line, 
But always making lee-way lo the ditch, 
And yawed her head about all sorts of waya. 

The devil sink the craft ! 
And wasn't she tremendous slack in slays I 
We couldn't, no how, keep the inn abaft! 

Well, I suppose 
We hadn't run a knot — or much beyond — 
(What will you have on it?)— but off she goes. 
Up to her bends in a fresh-water pond 1 

There I am I all a-back I 
So 1 looks forward for her bridle-gears. 
To heave her bead round on the t'other (adi ; 

But when I starts, 

The leather parts, 
And goes away right over by the ears '■ 

What could a fellow do, 
Whoselegs,1ihemine,youknow, werein tbelMlboes. 
But trim myself upright for bringing-to. 
And square his yaj-d-arms and brace up his elbow^ 

In rig all snug and clever, 
JusI while his craft was taking in her water? 
1 didn't like my berth, though, I 
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The chase had gained a mite 
Ahead, and sdll the she-mare sti>od a^drinking : 

Now, ajl the while 
Her body didn't take, of course, to shrinking. 
Says I, she's lelliag out her nek, I'm thinking ; 

And SO she swelled and swelled, 

And yet the tackle held, 
TOl both my legs began to bend like winkin. 
My Eyes, but she took in enough to founder ! 
And thwe's my timberB slmining every bit. 

Ready to sptil, 
And hec tarnation hull a-growing rounder '. 

Well, there— off Hartford Ne» 
We lay both lashed and water-logged together, 

And can't contrive a signal of distress. 
Thinks t, we must ride out this here fout weather, 
Tho' sick of riding out, and nothing less ; 
When, looking round, I sees a man a-stam : 
" Hollo 1 " says I, " come underneath her quarter I " 
And hands him out my knife to cut the yam. 
So I gets oll^ and lands upon the road. 
And leaves the she-mare lo her own consam. 

A-standing by the water. 
It I gel on another, 111 be blowed ! 
Andilbat's the way, you see. my legs got bowed I 
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yACK HALL. 



Tis vei7 hard when men forsake 
This melancholy worM, and make 
A bed of turf, Ihejt cannol lake 

A quiet doie. 
But ceitain rogues will come and break 

Their ' ' booe repose." 

Tis hard we can't give up our breath, 
And to the earth our eaith bequeath. 
Without Death Fetches after Death, 

Who thus exhutne us ! 
And snatch us from our homes beneath. 

And healths posthiunoiu. 

The tender lover comes to rear 

Tbe mournful urn, and shed hts tear — 

" Her glorious dusi," he cries, "isherel" 

Alack! alack! 
The while his Sachanssa, dear 

Is in a sack I 

■Tis hard one cannot lie amid 
The mould beneath a co(!lin-lid, 
But thus the Faculty will bid 

Their rogues break thro' it ! 
If they don't want us there, why did 

They send us to it 7 
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One of these lacrilegious knaves. 
Who CTBve «s htmgrr vulture craves, 
Behaving u Ihe ghoul behaves, 

'Neath church^rd wall— 
Mayhnp became he fed on graves, 

Was named Jack Hall. 

By day It was his trade to go 
Tending Ihe black coach to and lio ; 
And sometinMS at the door of woe, 

With emblems suitable. 
He stood with brother Mule, to show 

That life is mutable. 

But long bcTore they passed Ihe fenr, 
I1ie dend that he had helped to burr 
He sodced — [he had a sack to cany 

The bodies off iu): 
In bet, ba let tbem have a veiy 

Short fit of coffiD. 

Night after night, with crow and spade. 
He drove this dead but thriving tnide^ 
Meanwhile bis comcieoce never weiglied 

A single bonehair ; 
On coises of all kinds he preyed, 

A perfect corsair I 
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He sought fai Jack night after night 

The churchwards round ; 

And soon they met, the man and sprite, 
In Pancras' ground. 
X. 

Jack, by the glimpses of the moon, 
Perceived the bony knacker soon. 
An awful shape to Tne«t at nooa 

Of Dight and lonely ; 
But Jack's lougb courage did but swoon 

A minuie only. 

Anon he gave his spade a swing 
Aloft, and kept it brandishing. 
Ready for what mishaps might spring 

From tbis conjunction ; 
Funldng indeed was quite a (hiag 

Beside his funclioD. 

" Hollo I " cried Death, " d'ye wish your sands 
Run out?. the stoutest never stands 
A chance with me, — to my commands 

The strongest truckies ; 
But I'm youi friend — so let's shake hands. 

I should say — knuckles." 

Jack, glad to see th' old sprite so sprightly, 
And meaning nothing but uprightly. 
Shook hands at once, and bowing shghtly. 

His mull dkl proffer : 
But Death, who had no nose, politely 

Declined the offer. 
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Then silting down upon a bank, 
Leg over leg. shank over shank, 
Like friends foe conversalion frank, 

Tbat had no check on : 
Quoth Jack uBto the Lean and Lank, 

■•You're Death, I recltoi 

The Jaw-bone grinned : — " I am that same 
You've bit exacllj' oti my name ; 
Id tnith it has some lillle fame 

Where buiial sod is." 
Quoth Jack (and winked), " Of course ye ca 

Here after bodies. " 

Death grinned again and shook his head :- 
" I've little business with the dead ; 
When they are fairly sent lo tKd 

I've done my turn: 
Whether or not the worms are fed ; 

Is youreoneem. 

" My emmd here, in meeting you, 
Is nothing tmi a ' iiow.d'ye-do ; ' 
I've done what jobs I had — a few, 

Along this w^ ; 
If I can serve a crony loo, 

I beg you'll say." 
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This parish lery strict I find ; 

But in the aat 'un 
There lives a very well-inclined 

Old sort of seiton." 

Death look the hint^ and gave a wink 
As well as eyelet-holes can blink ; 
ThcD stretching out his arm to link 

The other's btri,— 
"Suppose," says he, " we have a drink 

Of something wann." 

J^k nothing loth, with friendly ease 
Spcdie up at once: — "Why, what ye^please; 
Haid by ihera b the Cheshire Cheese, 

A famous tap." 
But this suggestion seemed to lease 

The bony chap. 

" tto, DO ! — your mortal drinks are beady, 
Attd <nily make my hand uosleady ; 
I do nol even care for Deady, 

And loathe yoai rum ; 
Bui I've some glorious brewage ready. 

My drink is— mum!" 

And off they set, each right content — 
Who knows the dreary way they went ? 
But Jack felt ralher faint and spent. 

And out of breath ; 
At last he saw, quite evident, 

The Door of Deub. 
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AH other men had been uDmanaed 
To see a coffin on each hsnd, 
Tbal sored a skelelon to stand 

By way of sentry ; 
In fact. Death has a veiy graiid 
, And Bwful enicy. 

Througbout his dismal sign premils. 
His name is writ in coffin nails ; 
Tlie moital daits make area rails ; 

A skoU that roockelh 
Grins on the gloomy gate, and quails 

Whoever knocLetli. 

And to t on either side, arise 

Two monstrous pillars —bones of Ihigbs ; 

A monumental slab supplies 

The step of stone. 
Where, wailing for his master, lies 

A dog of bone. 

The dog leapt up, but gave no yeU, 
The wire was palled, but woke no bell. 
The ghasUy knocker rose and fell. 

But caused no liot; 
The ways of Death, we all know well. 

Are vecy quieL 
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JACK HAU. 

your mind, 

AS Ishall treat ye— 
A friend or two of gobUa kind 

I'»e asked lo meet ye.' 
XXVIII, 
And lo I a crowd of spectres Call, 
Like jack-a-lantems on a wall, 
Were standing— every ghaslly ball 

An eager walctier. 
" My friends," says Death-'' friends, Mr. Hall, 

The body-snalohei:.'' 

Lord 1 what a tumult it produced. 
When Mr. Hall was inlroduced ! 
Jack even, who had long been used 

To frightful tilings, 
Felt just as if his back was sluiced 

With freejing springs I 

Each goblin faix began to make 

Some horrid mouth— ape— gorgon— snake ; 

And then a spectre hag would shake ; 

An airy thighbone ; 
And cried (or seemed to cry) 111 break 

Your bone, with my bone t 

Bome ground their teeth— some seemed lo siMt — 
(Nothing, but nothing came of it) ; 
A hundred awful brows were knit 

Id dreadful spite. 
Thou^t Jack— I'm sure I'd belter quit, 

Without good-night. 



On« skip and hop and he was clear. 
And ninning like a bunted deer, 
As fleet as people run bj fear 

Well sputred and whipped. 
Death, ghosts, and all in that career 

Were quite outstripped. 

But those who live by death must die ; 
Jack's soul at last piepared to fly ; 
And when his latter end drew nigh. 



No ravens ever scented prey 
So early where a dead horse lay, 
Nor vultures snifi'ed so far away 

A last convulse : 
A dozen "^ests" day after day 

Were "at his pulse." 

Twas stmnge, although they got no fees. 
How still they watched by twos and threes : 
Bnt Jack a very iillle ease 

Obtained from them : 
In fact, he did not find M.D.s 

Worth one D~M. 
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Jack gave his ejes B bmrid roll. 

And (ben a cough, 
" Tbere's something weighing on my soul 

sxxvii, 
"All night it roves about my biains,'' 
AU day it adds to all my pains ; 



When 1 am dead." 
Twelve wigi and twelve gold-headed car 
Drew near his bed. 

"AlasI' hesighed, " I'm sore afraid, 
A doien pangs my heart invade ; 
But when I drove a certain trade 



Twdve Etiils of black began to close. 
Twelve pairs of sleek and salile hose, 
Twelve flowing cambric frills in rows, 

At once drew round : 
Twelve noses (umed against his nose. 

Twelve anubs ptofound. 

"Ten gnlDaas did not quitesuffice, 
And BO I sold ny body twice ; 
Twice did not do— 1 sold it thricei 

Forgive my crimes 1 
In. short. I have received its price 
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Twelve brows got very giini and black, 
Twelve wishes stretched him on the nwk, 
\ Twelve pain of bands for fierce altack 

Took op poiition, 
Ready to shaitt the dying Jack 

By loog divivon. 

I Twdve angrr doctors wrangled so, 

I That twelve had ttmck an boor ago. 

Before tbej had an eye to throw 

On the departed ; 

Twelve heads tiuned round at oitee, and lo ! 
^ Twelve docton started. 

Whether some comrade of the dead, 

Or Satan took it in b>s bead, 

To steal the corpie-~tbe copse had fled 

Tis only written. 
That " /Hen urai lutking in lite tat. 

Bat tvxlvt VKre Mien ■'" 



THE WEE MAN. 



It was a merry company, 
And they were just afloat, 

When lo t a man, of dwarfish span. 
Came up and hailed the boat. 
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THE WEE MAN. 

" Good ntoiTow to ye, gentle folks. 

And will you lee me in? 
A slendei space will serve my case, 

For I ntn small and thin." 
They saw he was a dwarfish man. 

And veiy small and thin ; 
Not seren such would matter much, 

And so they took him in. 
They laughed to see his little bat, 

With such a narrow brim ; 
They laughed to note his dapper coal, 

With skirts so scant and trim. 
But barely had they gone a mile, 

When, gra.vely, one and all 
At once began to think the man 

Was not so very small : 
His coat had got a bioadn* skiit. 

His hat a broader brim ; 
His leg grew stout, and soon plumpei! 

A very proper limb. 
Still on they went, and as Ihey went, 

More rough the billows grew, — 
And lose and Tell, a greater swell. 

And he was swelling too I 
And to 1 where room had been for seu 

For sit there scarce was space I 
For five !— for four !— for three !— not 

Than two could find a place < 
There was not even room for one I 

They crowded by degrees— 
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THE WEE MAN. I4 

Ay—cIoser yel, liU elbows met. 

And knees were jogging knees. 
"Good sir, you must no( sit a-Etern, 

The ware will else come in ! ' 
Without B word be gravely stirred. 

Another seat to win. 
" Good sir, the boat has lost her trim, 

You must not sit a-lee !" 
With smiling face and courteous grace, 

The middle seal took he. 
Bui still, by constant quiet growth. 

His back became so wide, 
Each neighbour wighl. to leh and right, 

Was Ihnist against the side. 
Lord ! how ihey chlded with themselves. 

That they had let him in ; 
To see him grow so monstrous now. 

Thai came so small and thin. 
On every brow a. dewdrop stood, 

They grew so scared and hot, — 
" r the name of all that's great and tall. 

Who are ye, sir, and what?"' 
Loud langhed the Gogmagog, a laugh 

As loud as giant's roar — 
"When first 1 came, my proper name 

Was Lillle— now I'm Afoartt" 
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A BUTCHER. 

Whoe'er has gone thro' London street 
Has seeD a Butcher gadng at his meat, 

And how he keeps 

Gloating upon a sheep's 
Or bullock's personals, as if his own ; 

How he admires his halves 

And quarters — and his calves. 
As if in truth upon bis own \ega grown ; 

Nis fat I ^u suet I 
ail kidneys peeping elegantly thro' it 1 

J!ii thick flank I 

And iis thin I 

^ii shank I 

His shin 1 

Sku of his skin, and bone too of his bone 1 

With what an aii 
He staitds aloof, across the thoroagh&rs 
Gazing — and will not let a body hy, 
Tbo' buy ! buy ! buy 1 he constantly bis ciy. 
Meanwhile with arms akimbo, and a pair 
or Rhodian legs, he revels in a stare 
AI his Joint Slock — for one may call it so, 

Howbeit without a Ce. 
The dotage of self-love was never fonder 
Than he of his brute bodiesVl a-row ; 
Narcissus in the wave did never ponder 

'Wth love so strong. 

On his " portrait charmant," 
As our vain Butcher on bis carcass yonder. 
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* ■ dom't you smell fibe ? " 

Look al his sleek round skuU ! 
How biighl bis cheek, bow rubicund his ni 

His visage seems to be 

Ripe for beef-tea ; 
Of bmtal juices the whole man is foil. 
In &ct, fulfilling the nielempsychosls. 
The Butcher is already half a Bull. 



"DON'T YOU SMELL FIREf 

Rvu I— ruD for Si. Clemenl's engine! 

For the Pawnbroker's all in a blaie, 
And the pledges are frying and slngeing- 

Ob 1 how the poor pawneis will craze ! 
Now where can the tumcock be drinking? 

Was there over so thirsty an elf? 
Bat he still may lope on, for I'm thinking 

That the [dugs are as dry as himselt 

The engines t 1 hear Ibem come nunbUng ; 

There's the Phoenii I ihe Globe I and , the Sun ! 
What a row there will be and a giumbling, 

Wlien the water douH start for a run ! 
See I ihere they coine ruling aad tearing. 

All the street with loud voices is filled ; 
Ob ! it's only the firemen a-swearing 

At a man they've run over and killed I 
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"don't YOU SMELL FIRE?" 

Il's a wonder the enginea don't play row ; 

But 1 never saw water bo shy 1 
Why, there isn't enough for a snipe. 

And the fire il is fiercer, alas I 
Oh 1 instead of the New River pipe, 

They have gone— that they hare— to the gee 

Only look al the poor littk P 's 

On the roof. Is there anything sadder ? 
My dears, keep fast hold, it you please, 

And (hey won't be an hour with the ladder ! 
But if any one's hot in their feet. 

And in very great hasle 10 be saved, 
Here's a nice easy bit in the street. 

That M'Adam has lately unpaved. 

There Is some one— I see a dark shape 

At that window, the hottest of all,— 
My good woman, why don't you escape ? 

Never think of your bonnet and shawl : 
If your dress isn't perfect, what is il 

For once In a way to your hurl ? 
When your husband is paying a visit 

There, at Number Fourteen, in his shirt 1 



Bui they all break in breaking Iheir fell : 
Such things are not surely Ihc best 
From a ta-o-slorey window lo throw — 
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THE VOLUNTEER. 



Oh dear ! whal a beautiful flash ! 

How ll shone throng [he window and door ! 
We ^all soon hear a scream and a crash, 

When the woman falls thro' with the floor ! 
There 1 there ! what a volley of flime, 

And then suddenly all is obscured ! — 
Well— I'm glad in my heart that I came ; 

But I hope the po^r mau is insured ! 



THE VOLUNTEER. 



To d« my emrt."— Tki Lsetr'i Progrtii. 

'TWAS in that Tnemorable year 
France threatened to pot off in 

Flat-bottomed boats, intending each 
To b« a British coRin, 
To make sad widows of our wives, 
And every babe an orphan ;— 

When coats were made of scarlet cloaks. 

And heads vi-ere dredged with flour, 

I listed in the Lawyers' Corps. 

Against the battle hour ; 

A perfect Volunteer — for why? 

I brought my "will and powV. 
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THE VOLUNTEER. 



One dreary day — a day of dread, 

Like Calo's Over-cast— 

About the hour of six (the mom 

And I were breaking bixl), 

There came a loud and sudden sound. 

That itrack me all agbasl 1 

A dismal sort of mominfr roll, 
That was not to be eaten : 
Although it was no skin of mine 
But parchment that was beaten, 
I felt tattooed Ihrough all my flesh, 
IMx any Otaheitan, 

My jaws with utter dread enclosed 

The morsel I was munching, 

And terror loclced them up so tight. 

My very teeth went crunching 

All through my toead and tongue at om 

Like sandwich made at lunching. 

My hand that held the teapot fast. 

SlifTened, but yet unsteady. 

Kept pouring, pouring, pouring o'er 

The cup in one long eddy. 

Till both my hose were marked with lea 

As they were marked already. 
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THE VOLUNTEER. IJJ 

But it was Qotbing wondeifiil 
M; cokmr cbaDged, I wot. 
For, like some variable sUlts, 
I feU that I was ihoL 

And looking forth with andotu eye, 

From my snug upper storej, 

I saw our meUncholjr corps 

GiHDg to beds all gory ; 

The pioneers seemed very lolh 

To aie [heir way to gbry. 

IX. 

The captain marched as moumets march. 
The ensign too seemed lagging, 
And many more, although they were 



But while I watched, tbe thought of 4s 

Came like a chilly gust. 

And Jo! I shut the window down, 

With very little lust 

To join so many marching men. 

That soon might be Maicb dust, 

Qooth 1, " Knee Fate ordains it so. 

Our foe the coast most land on ; " 

I felt 50 warm beside tbe Rie 

I cared not to abandon ; 

Our hearths and homes are always thir 

That patriots make a stand on. 
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THE VOLUNTEER. 



"The fools that tight abroad for home," 
Thought I, " may get a wrong one ; 
Let those that have no honie at all 
Go battle for a long one." 
The mirroi here confiniied me this 
Reflection, t>y a strong one : 

For there, where I was wont to shave. 
And deck me like Adonis, 
There stood the leader of our (bes, 
With vultures (or his cronies — 
No Corsican, but Death ilself, 
The Bony of all Bonies. 

A horrid sight it was. and sad. 
To see the grisly chap 
Put on my crimson liveiy. 
And then begin to clap 
My helmet on— ah me ! it felt 
Lie any felon's cap. 

My plume seemed iMrrowed from a heaise. 

An undertaJter's crest ; 

My epaulettes lilie coERn-plates ; 

My belt so heavy pressed. 

Four pipeclay cross-roads seemed to lie 

At once upon my breast. 
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THE WIDOW. 1 

To make me like a. corpse full dressed, 
Preparing for Ihe vault — 
To set up what the Poet calls 
My evetlaslit^ hall. 



Whilst better hons go to war, 
Enjoying whh the latnb 
A lengthened life, thai might have bi 
A martial epigram. 



THE WIDOW. 

One widow at a grave will sob 
A litde while, and weep, and sigh 1 
If two should meet on Such 'a Job, 
The/ll have a gossip by-and-by. 
If three should come together— why. 
Three widows are good company ! 
If four should meet by any chance. 
Four is a nuinbet very nice. 
To have a rubber in a trice- 
But live will op and have a dance ! 

Poor Mrs. C (why should I not 

Declare her name? — het name was Cri 
Was one of those (he "common lot" 

For she had lately buried then 
A man, the " very best of men." 
A lingering truth, discovered 6rs» 
Whenever men " are at the woBt." 
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156 THE WIDOW. 

To take the measure of bet woe. 
It was some dozen inches deep — 
I mean In crape, and hung so low, 
It hid the drops she did not weep ; 
In fact, what human life appears, 
It was a perfect "veil of tears*" 
Though crer since she lost " her prop 
And staj "—alas ! be wouldn't stfljf— 
She never had a tear to mop. 
Except one little anRiy drop 
From Fas^on's eye, as Moore would say. 
Because, when Misler Cross took flight, 
Ii looked 50 very like a spite — 
He died upon a washing-day ! 
Still Widow Cross went twice a week, 
As if "to wet a widow's cheek," 
And soothe his grave with sorrow's gravy — 
■Twas riothing but a make-believe. 
She might as well have hoped to grieve 
Enough of brine to float a navy ; 
And yet she often seemed to raise 
A cambric kercbief to her eye^ 
A duster ought to be the phrase. 
Its work was all so veiy dry. 
The springs were locked thai ought to flow- 
In England or in widow-woman— 
As those that watch the weather know. 
Such ' ' backward Springs " ar 
But why did Widow Cross take jMins 
To call upon the ' ' dear remains " — 
Remains that could not tell a jot 
Whether she ever wqH or not, 
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THE WIDOW. 

Or bow bis relict [oak bei losses ? 
Oh 1 my black inlt tuna red for shame- 
But still the naoghly world must leaiii. 
There was a liille German came 
To shed a tear in "Anna's Um," 
Al the next graTe to Mr. Cross's ! 
For tliere an angel's virtues slept, 
"Too soon did Heaven assert its claim '.' 
But still her painted face he kept. 



He kxAed qidte sad and quite depiived, 
Hii bead was nothing but a hat-bcmd ; 
He looked so lone, and so nnwived, 
That soon the Widow Cross contrived 
To fall in love with even l^t band 1 
And all at once the brackish juices 
Came gushing out thro' sorrow's sluices- 
Tear after tear loo fast lo wipe, 
Tbo' sopped, and sopped, and sopped again — 
No leak in sorrow's private pipe, 
But like a bunting on the main 1 
Whoe'er bas watched the window-pane — 
I mean to say in showery weather — 
Has seen two little drops of rain, 
Like lovers very fond and fain, 
At one another creeping, creeping, 
Till both, at last, embrace together : 
So fared it with that couple's weeping ! 
The prindple was quite as active- 
Tear unto tear 
Kept drawing near, 
Thdt veiy blacks became attractive. 
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THE WIDOW. 

To cut a shortUb story shorter, 
Conceive I hem sitting titt-i-lite— 
Two cups — hot muffins on a plate — 
With "Anna's Urn " to hold hot walet ! 
The braEcn vessel for awbile 
Had lectured in an easy »ing, 
like Abernethy,— on the bile— 
The scalded berb was gelling strong ; 
All seenwd as smooth as smooth could be, 
To have a cosy cup of tea. 
Alas 1 how oflen human sippers 
With unexpected bitters meet, 
And buds, the sweetest of the sweet, 
Like sugar, only meet the nippas I 
The Widow Cross, I should have told. 
Had seen three husbands to the mould : 
She never sought an Indian pyre, 
Uke Hindoo wives that lose Ihdr loves ; 
But, with a proper sense of fire, 
Put up, instead, with " three removes." 
Thus, when with any tender words 
Or tears she spohe about her loss. 
The dear departed Mr. Cross 
Came in for nothing but bis thirds ; 
For, as all widows love too welt. 
She liked upon the list to dwell. 
And oft ripped up the old disasters. 
She might, indeed, have been supposed 
A great sAifi owner ; for she prosed 
Eternally of her Three Masters ! 
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JOHN TROT. IS 

What had been left her b^ her firsl. 
And by her last, and by her second. 
Alas I not all her annual rents 
Could then entice the little German— 
Not Mr. Cross's Three per Cents, 
Or Consols, ever mnke him her man- 
He liked her cash, he liked her bouses. 
But not that dismal bit of land 
She al¥iays sellted on her spouses. 
So taking up his hat and band, 
Said be, "You'll think my eonduct odd^ 
But here my hopes no more may linger ; 
I thought you had a wedding-finger, 
But oh ! — it is a curtain-rod '. " 



John Trot he was as tall a lad 

As York did ever rear — 
As bis dear Granny used to say, 

He'd make a grenadier. 

A sergeant soon came down to York, 

With ribbons and a frill ; 
My lads, said he, let broadcast be. 

And come aaay to drill. 
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I^ otbeis cany guns, said he, 
And go to war's alanns. 

Bui I have got a shouldei-knot 
Imposed upon my anna. 



Her fomily wis high. 

Now when two years had passed away, 

Her lord took very ill. 
And left ber to ber widowhood, 

Of course moie dumpy still. 



A cunning woman told me om 
Such fortune would turn up 

She was a kind of sorceress. 
But studied in a cup 1 



.-n,C00J^lc 



But John — foi why ? she was a dame 

Of such a dwaifish sort — 
Had only come lo bid her make 
ig very short. 



Said he, your lord is dead and cold, 

You only cry in vain : 
Not all Ibe cries of Loudon now 

Could call him back agaiu 1 

Voull BOOH have many a. nobte beau. 
To dry your noble Icais— 

Hut just consider this, that I 
Have followed you for years. 

And Iho' you are above me far. 
What matters high degree. 

When you are only four fool nine, 
And I am six foot three I 

For tho" you are of lofty race. 

And I'm a low-bom elf ; 
Yet none among your friends could ss 

You matched beneath yourself. 

Said she, such insolence as Ibis 

Can be no common case ; 
Tho' you are iu my service, sir, 

Your love is out of place. 
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CONVEYANCING. 

For some will slop al Hatchell's shop, 

Till you grovi feint a.nd sieky, 
Perched up behind, al Usi to iind 

Your dinner is all dieiey I 
Long stages run trom every yard : 

But if you're wise and frugal. 
You'll never go with any Guard 

Thai plays upon the bugle, 
" Ye banks and braes," and other lays, 

And ditties everlasling, 
Like miners going all your way, 

Wilh boring and with blasting. 
Instead aijounKyi. people now 

May go upon a Gumty. 
With steam to do Ibe horses' work, 

By fowfrs ofatlomty: 
Tho' wilh a load it may explode. 

And you may all be u4-done 1 
And Iind you're going up to hiaz'tn. 

Instead of vp to London I 
To speak at every kind of coach. 

But tbere is still one vehicle 

Deserves a little mention ; 
The world a sage has called a stage. 

With all its living lumber. 
And Malthus swears it always bears 

Above the proper number. 
Tlic law will transfer bouse or land 

For ever and a day hence. 
For lighter things, watch, brooches, rings, 

Yoall rtever want conveyance ; 
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EPICUREAN REMIHISCEKCES. 

Ho t stop tbe ihlef I my handkerchieT ! 

It is no sight fat laugfater — 
Away it goes, and leares my DOSe 

To join in running after > 



EPICUREAN REMINISCENCES OF A 
SENTIMENTALIST. 

I THINK it was Sptiog:— but not certain I am — 

When my passion l)egan first to work ; 
But ! know we were eeriainly looking for Iamb, 

And the season was over for potk. 
Twas at Christmas, I think, when I met with Miss 
Chase, 

Yes,— for Morris had asked me to dine,— 
And I thought I had never beheld such a face. 

Oi so noble a turkey and chine. 
Placed dose by her side, it made others qiute wikl 

With sheer envy to witness my luck ; 
How she blushed as 1 gave her same turtle, and 

As I afterwards offered some duck. 
I looked and I languished, alas 10 my cost. 

Through three courses of dishes and meals ; 
Getting deeper in love— but tny heart was quite lost. 

When it came to the trifle and sweets! 
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EPtCUREAH REMINISCENCES. 



1 asked her to have me for neal oi far woe, 

And she did not objecl in [he least ; 
I can't tell the dale— but we roanied, 1 know, 

Just in time to have game at the feasL 
We went lo , It certainly was the sea^de ; 

For the next, the most blessed of moras, 
1 lemember how fondly I gazed at my bride. 

Sitting down to a. plateful o[ prawns. 
Ob, never may memory lose sight of that year. 

But still hallow the lim? as it ought, 
That season the *'giB£s " was remarkably dear, 

Aad the peas at a guiuea a quart. 
So happy, like hours, all our days seemed to haste, 

A fond pair, such as poets have drawn, 
So united in heart — so congenial in taste. 

We were both of us partial to brawn I 
A lotig life I looked for of bliss with my bride, 

But ifaeo Death'-l ne'er dreamt about that ! 
Oh. there's nothing certain in life, as I cried. 

When my torbot eloped with the cat 1 
My dearest took ill at the turn ot the year. 

But the cause no physician could nab : 
But something it seemed like consumption, I fear. 

It was just after supping on crab. 
In vain she was doctored, in vain she was dosed 

Sdll her strength and het appetite pined ; 
She lost relish for what she had relished the most. 

Even salmon she deeply declined. 
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I'm not a single man. 167 

For moDlbs still I lingered in hope and in doubt, 

While her form it grew wasted and Ihln ; 
But Ibe iasl dying spark of eiistenoe went out, 

As the oyslers were just coming in ! 
She died, and she left me the saddest of men 

To indulge in a widower's moan, 
Ob, I felt all (he power of solitude then, 

As 1 ale my first natives alone 1 
But when I beheld Virtue's friends in their cloaks, 

And with sorrowful ctape on their hats, 
Oh, roy grief pouted a flood ! and the out-of-door folks 

Were all crying — I think it was sprats 1 



rU NOT A SINGLE MAN. 



Well, I confess, I did not guess 

A simple mairiage vow 
Would make me find all women-kind 

Such unkind women now ! 
They need not, sure, as dislatil be 

As Java or Japan, — 
Yet every Miss reminds me this— 

Once they made choice of my bass voice 

To share in each duet ; 
So vrell I danced, I somehow t:banced 

To stand in every set : 
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I M K'OT A SINGU MAN. 

They now declare I cannot sing. 

And dance od Bruin's plan ; 
Me drawl — me paint I— me any thing ! — 

I'm not a single man ! 

Once 1 wa$ asked advice, and tasked 

What works to buy or nof, 
And " would I read that passage out 

I so admired in Scott ? " 
They then could bear to hear one read j 

But if I now began, 
How (hey would snub, " My pretty page,"- 

One used to stitch a collar then, 

Another hemmed a frill ; 
1 bad more purses netted then 

Than I could hope to fill. 
I once could get a button on. 

My bullous then were Bachelor's— 



Ohi how they bated politics 

Thnist on me by papa : 
But now my chat— they all leave that 

Mamma, who praises her own self, 

lusleaj of Jane or Ann. 
And lays " her giris " upon the shelf— 
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H KOT A SINGLE MAN. 



Ah me, bow strange it is the cbange, 

In parlour und in hall, 
Tbey ireai me so, if I but go 

To make a moining call. 
If they had hair ia papers once. 

Boll lip the staire Ibey ran ; 
Tbey now sit still in dishaUUe— 

I'm not a single man 1 

Miss Maiy Bond was once so fond 

Of Romans and of Greeks ; 
She daily sought ray Cabinet 

To study my antiques. 
Well, now she doesn't care a dump 

For ancient pot or pan, 
Her tasle at once Is modernised — 

I'm not a. single man I 

My spouse is fond of homely life. 

And all that sort of thing ; 
I go to balls without my wife, 

And never wear a ring : 
And yet each Miss to wh'om t come. 

As strange as Genghis Khan, 
Knows by some sign, I can'l divine — 

I'm not a single mar. r 

Go where I will, 1 but intrule, 
I'm left in crowded rooms, 

Like Zitomerman on Solitude, 
Or Hervey al his Tombs. 
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I M NOT A SINGLE MAK. 

From head lo heel, they make me I 

Of quite another clan ; 
Compelled to own, though left aloi 



Miss Towne the (oasl, though she can boast 

A nose of Roman line. 
Will turn up even that in scorn 

At compliments ol mine : 
She should have seen that I have been 

Her sex's partisan. 
And really married atl I could — 

I'm not a single man! 

lis hard to see how othets fare, 

Whilst I lejeded stand,— 
Will no one lake my arm because 

They cannot have my hand ? 
Miss Paiiy, thai for some would go 

A tiip to Hindostan, 
With me don't care to mount a stair— 

I'm not a single man 1 



But. surely, 


ofc 


ourse, shouki be in 


■here may be 
But must I r 
usl I foriiea 


hands I may no 
ever touch? 
to hand a chai 


squeei 



THE BURNING OF THE LOVE-L; 



Olhers may hlac a lady's tint 

Is portst red and while— 
May say her eyes are hke the akles, 

So veiy blue and bright — 
/ must not say that she has cyts. 

Or il I so began, 
I have my Teais about my eats— 

I'm not a single man 1 

I must coDfess I did not guesa 

A simple marriage vow 
Would make me find all womeD-ldnd 

Such tuikind women now ; 
I might be hashed to death, or smashed. 

By Mr. Pickford's van, 
Without, I fear, a sii^te tear— 



THE BURNING OF THE LOVE-LETTER. 

" Sometimes they were put to the proof, by what wni 
called the Hery Ordeal."— //»t. £ng. 

No morning ever seemed so long ! 
t tried to read with all my migftl I 
In my left hand " My Ldjidlord's Tales," 
And threepence ready in my right. 
TwBs twelve at last— my heart beat high 1 
The Postman rattled at the door— 
And jQsl upon her road to church, 
I drop! the ■ ' Bride of Lammermour ! " 
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THE SUB-MARINE. 

I seised Ihe note— I flew'upsiairs— 
Flung-lo the door, and locked me in — 
With panting haste I tore Ibe seal— 
And kissed the B in Benjamin • 
Twas full of love — to rhyme with dove— 
And all that tender sort of thing— 
Of sweet and meet — and heart and dart- 
But not a word about a ring I 
In doubt I cast it in the flame, 
And stood to watch the latest spark— 
And saw the love all end in smoke — 
WUhoot a Parson and a Clerk I 



THE SUBMARINE. 

It was a brave and jolly wight, 

His cheek was baked and broun. 
For he had been in many climes 

With captams of renown, 
And fought wiih those who fought st 

At Nile and Camperdown. 
His coat it was a soldier coat, 

Ofred with yellow faced, 
But (memian-hke) he looked tnacine 

All downward from the waist ; 
His trousers were so wide and blue, 



And drank a jolly draught ; 
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He raised the rummer many times — 

And ever as he quaifed. 
The more he drank, the more the Ship 

Seemed pitching fbie and oft t 
The Ship seemed {ntching fore and aft, 

As in a heavy squail ; 
II gave a lurch and down he went. 

Head-foremost in his fail 1 
Three times he did not rise, alas ! 

But down he went, right down at once. 

Like any stone be dived, 
He could not see, or hear, or (kI — 

or senses all deprived ! 
At last he gave a look around 

To see where he anived I 
And all thai he could see was green, 

Sea-green on every hand ! 
And then he tried to sound beneath, 

And all he felt was sand '. 
There he was fein to lie, for he 

Could neither sit nor stand ! 

And to I above bis head there bent 

A strange and star?lig lass ! 
One hand was in her yellow hair. 

The other held a glass ; 
A mermaid she must surely be 

If ever mermaid was 1 
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THE SUB-MARINE. 

Her dress wis of ihe ocean green, 

When raffled by a. gale ; 
Tbonght he, " Beneath thai petticoat 

She hides a salmon'tail 1 " 
She looked as siren ought to look, 

A sharp and bitter shrew, 
To sing deceiving lullabies 

But when he saw her lips apart, 

It chilled him through and ihrough 1 
With either hand he stopped his eais 

Against her evil cry ; 
Alas, alas, for all his care. 

His doom it seemed to die. 
Her voice went ringing through his head, 

It was so sharp and high 1 

He thrasi his fingers fiiriher in 

At each unwilling ear, 
But still, in very spite of all. 

The words were plain and clear : 
" I can't stand here the whole day long. 

To hold your glass of beer I " 
With opened mouth and opened eyes, 

Up rose the Sub-marine, 
And gave a stare to find the sands 

And deeps where he bad been : 
There was no siren with her glass I 

No wMets ocean-green I 
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PAIN IN A PLEASURE-BOAT. 

He OB]y saw the bannaid stand 

With pouting lip before— 
The small green parlour of The Ship, 

Aod little sanded floor ! 



PAIN IN A PLEASURE-BOAT. 



" I appreheod you t " — Sckaet o/R^frm. 
Beatman. — ^ove aS tbeie I — ship (he rudder. Dill— 

cast off I she's utider way I 
Mrs. /'.—She's under what ?— I hope she's not 1 good 

graoious, what a sprajr I 
SooApmb.— Runout the jib. and rig Ibebooml keep 

clear of those two brigs ! 
Mrs. F. — I hope they don't intend some joke by 

running of tbdr rigs ! 
BoflftHua,— Bill, shift them bags of ballast aA— she's 

rather out of trim I 
^n. /".—Great bags of stones I they're pretljthings 

to help a boat to swim ! 
Boalman.^The wind is fresh— if she don't scud. It's 

not the breeze's foull I 
Mrs. .^.— Wind fresh, indeed I I never felt the air 

lofullofsaht 
^mfwiiR.-That schooner. Bill, ham't left the roads, 

with oranges and nuts ! 
Mrs. F. — If seas have roads, they're very rough— I 

nerer fell such ruls I 
AuAiun.- It's neap, ye see, she's heavy lade, and 

couldn't pass the tax. 



-n, Google 



176 PAIN IN J 

Mrs. F. — The bar! what, roads wiih turnpikes too? 

I wonder where they are I 
Boalmaii. — Ho I Btig ahoy I haid up I hard np I 

that lubber cannot steer 1 
Ifrs. F. — Yes, yes— hard up upon a rock 1 I know 

some danger's near \ 
I.ord. there's a wave ! it's coming in ! and roaring 

like a bull \ 
fiw/ndn.— Nothing, Ma'am, but a little slop ! go 

large, Bill ! keep her full 1 
Mrs. F.— What, keep her full! what daring work! 

when fbll, she must go down 1 
Boalmaii.—Whj, Bill, It lulls t ease off a bit— It's 

coming off the town ! 
Steady your helm 1 we'll clear the Pint/ lay right 

for yonder pink I 
Jfrs. F.~Be steady— well, I hope they Can ! but 

they've got a pint of drink ! 
Bealaaa. — Bill, give that sheet another haul — she'll 

fetch it up this reach. 
Jfrj. F.—Vm getting rather pale, I know, and they 

see it by that speech 1 
I wonder what it is, now, but I never felt so 

S*j/oifl«,— Bill, mind your luff— why. Bill, 1 say, 

she's yawing — keep her near ! 
Mrs. F.—Keep near! we're going further off; the 

land's behind our backs. 
Boalman.—Be easy. Ma'am, it's all correct, that's 

only 'came we tacks : 
We shall have 10 beat about a bit— Kll, keep her 
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LITERARY AND UTERAL. 177 

Mrs. /'.—Beat who about? keep who at sea? bow 

black they lode at me 1 
Boatman. — It's veering round — I koew it woald! 

off with her head I stand by 1 
Mrs. /".—Off with her head 1 who's? where? what 

with ?— an ajK I seem to spy I 
Beatman. — She can't Iceep her own, you see ; we 

shall have to pull her in I 
Mrs. F. — Tbeyll drown me, and take all I have 1 my 

life's not worth a pin I 
Bnatmatt. — Look out, you know, be ready, Bill— just 

whea she lakes the sand ! 
Mrs. /■.— The sand— O Lord ! to stop my mouth ! 

how evcTy thing is planned \ 
fliM/wd«.— The handspike, Bill — quick, bear a hand 1 

now, Ma'am, just step ashore ! 
Mrs. J^.— What ! ain't I gdng to be killed-and 

wdtered in my gore ? 
Well, Heaven be praised ! bot 111 not go a-sailing 

anymore! 



LITERARY AND LITERAL. 

The March of Mind upon its mighty stills 
(A spirit by no means to fasten mocks on). 
In travelling through Berks, Beds, Notts, and Wills, 

Hants — Bucks. Herts, Oxon. 
Got up a thing our ancestors ne'er thoi^hl on, 
A thing that, only in our proper youth. 
We should have chuckled at— in sober truth, 
A Conversanone at H^s Norton I 
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178 LITERARY AND LITERAL. 

A place whose native dialect, somehow, 
Has always by an adage been aflioDted, 
And thai it is ail guttirah, is now 

Taken for giunted. 
Conceive the snoring of a greedy swtae, 
The slobbering of a hungry Ursine Sloth — 
If you have ever heard such creature dine — 
And— for Ht^'s Norton, make a mix of both I 
Oh shades of Shakspeare I Chaucer, Spenser ! 

Milton I Pope I Gray t Warton t 
OColmanl Kennyl Planchdl Poole! Peake 1 

Pocock 1 Reynolds ! Morton ! 
O Grc? I Peel ! Sadler l Wilberforce ! Burdett '. 

Hiune ! Wilmot Horton ! 
Think of your prose and verse, and woise — deliveted 
Id 

Hog's Noiton '. 
The founder of Hcig;'s Norton Aihenaaitn 
Framed her society 
With some variety 
From Mr. Roseoe's Uverpool museum ; 
Not a mere picnic, foi the mind's lepast, 
Bui, templing 10 the solid koife^nd-rorker. 
It hekl its sessions in the house that last 
Had killed a potkei. 
It chanced one Friday, 
One Farmer Grayley stuck a very b^ bog. 
A perfect Gog or Magog of a pig-bog. 
Which maile of course a literary high day, — 
tfct that our Farmer was a man to go 
With literary tastes — so far from imting 'em. 
When he heard mentiaa of Professor Crwee, 
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UTERART AND UTEBAL. 1 79 

Or Lalla-^MitA. he alwajrs wai for shooting 'em I 
tn fact in lelter, he was quite a log. 

With him great Bacoa 

Was literally taken, 
And Hogg— the Poet— nothing but a Hog 1 
As to all otheis on the list of Fame, 
Although they were discussed and menlioDed daOy, 
He only recognised one classic name, 
And iboughl (hat iht had hung herself— -l/iii BaillU I 
To balance this, oar Farmer's only daughter 
Had a gieal taste lor the Castalian water — 
A Wordsworth worshipper— a Southey wooer — 
(Though men that deal in water-colour cakes 
May disbelieve the Tact—yet nothing's truer) 

She got (he iliier 
The more she dipped and dabbled in the Lakei. 
The secret truth b, Hope, the old deceiver, 
At future Authorship whs apt (o hint. 
Producing what some call the Tyft-us Fever, 
Which means a. burning (0 be seen In print. 
Of lenming'i laurels— Mis Joanna Baillie — 
Of Mrs. Hemans— Mr^. Wilson— daily 
Dreamt Anne PrisciUa Isabella Grayley ; 
And Fancy hinting that she had the beHer 
Of L. E. L. by one initial letter. 
She thought the world would quite enraptured see 

"Love Lavs and Lvrics 
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iSO UTERARV AND LITERAL. 

That is— Hog'i Norton Blue Slocking Societr ; 
And saring when hei Pa his pigs prohibited, 

Contributed 
Her portt and poelty towards the mess. 
This feast, we s^d, one Friday was the case. 
When Farmer Grajrley — from Macbeth to quote- 
Screwing his courage to the " sllcldng place," 
Stuck a large knife into a gninler's throat : — 
A idnd of murder thai the law's rebuke 
Seldom condemns by shalie of hs peruke, 
Shovfing Ihe little sympathy at Hg-viigi 

Wfilh ftg-tnigs I 
The swine — poor wretch! — wilt nobody to speai 

fori!, 
And beg its life, resolved to have a squeak lor it ; 
So — like Che fabled swan — died singing out. 
And, thus, (here issued from the farmer's yard 
A note that notified without a card. 
An invilation lo the evening rout. 
And when the lime came duly, — " at the close of 
The day," as Beatlie has it, " when Ihe ham— " 
Bacon, and pork were ready to dispose of. 
And pettitoes and chit'lings too, lo cram, — 
Walked in (he H. N. E and double S.'$ 
All in appropriate and swinish dresses, 
For lo ! it is a fad, and not a joke, 
Although (he Muse might fairly jes( upon it, 
They came— each ■' Pig-faced Lady." in that bonni 
WecaIla/o*i. 
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LITERARY AND LITERAL. l8l 

In fact, tbe bluest of the Blues, Miss Ikey. 
Whose whole pronoDdalion was so pigey, 
She always named the authoress of "Psyikt" — 

Aa Mrs. Tiggey I 
And DOW arose a question of some inomEnt,-^ 
What author for a leduie was the licher, 
Bacon or Hogg ? there were no votes for Beaumont, 

But some for Flilcker; 
While others, wllb a more sagacious reasoniogi 

And thought their potk 
Would prove more relishing from Thomson's Season- 
But, practised in Sbakspearian readings daily,— 
01 MissMacaulay I Sbakspeare at Hog's Norton ! — 
Miss Anne Piiscilla Isabella Grayley 
Selected him that evening to snort on. 
In sboit, to make our story not a big tale. 

Just fancy her eiterting 

Her talents, and converting 
The Winter's Tale to something like a pig-tale 1 

Her ^ster auditory. 
All siting round, with grave and learned faces, 

Were very plauditoiy, 
Of course, and clapped her at the proper places ; 
Till fanned at once by fortune and Ibe Muse. 
She thought beiself the blessedest of Blues. 
But Happiness, alas! has bhghts of ill. 
And Pleasure's bubbles in the air explode ; — 
There is no travelling through life but still 
Tlie ship will meet with breakers on the road! 

With that peculiar voice 
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l82 THE PROGRESS OF ART. 

Heaid onl; from Hog's Norton Ihroati and DOSl 
Miss O.. with Perdila, was making choice 
Of Mrda and blossoms for h«r niminer posies, 
When coming to that line, where Proserpioe 
Lets ^1 her fioweis from (he wain of Dis ; 

Imagine this — 
Uprose on his hind legs, old Fanner Grayiey, 
Grunting this question for the club's digestion, 
" Do Dis's waggon go from the Quid Btialey ?" 



THE PROGRESS OF ART. 

Oh happy time !— Art's early days [ 

When o'er each deed, with sweet self-praisi^ 

Narcissus-like I hung ! 
When great Rembrandt but little seemed, 
And such Old Masters all were deemed 

As nothing to the young I 

Some scratchy strokes— abrupt uid few. 
So easily and swift I drew. 

Sufficed for my design ; 
My sketchy, superficial hand 
Drew solids at a dash — and spanned 

A surface with a line. 
tlL 
Not long my eye was thus content, 
Bat grew more criticat — my bent 

Essayed ■. higher walk ; 
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THE PROGRESS OF ART. li 

I copied leaden eyes In lead — 
Rbeiunatk hands in while and red. 
And gouly feet — in chalk. 

Anon my studious art for days 
Kept making faces — happy phrase, 

For faces such as mine 1 
Accomplished in the details then, 
I led the minor parts of men. 

And drew the form divine. 

Old Gods and Heioes— Trojan— Greek, 
Figures— lon|; after the antique. 

Great Ajai justly feated ; 
Hectors, of whom at night I dreamt. 
And Nestor, ft^nged enough to tempt 

BIrd-nesCers to his beanL 

A Bacchus, leering on a bowl, 

A Pallas ihat out-stared her owl, 

A Vulcan — very lame ; 
A Dian stuck about with stars, 
With my right hand I murdered MaiS— 

(One Williams did the same). 

But tired of this dry work at last, 
Crayon and chatk aside I cast. 

And gave my brush a drink I 
Mpping— "as when a painter dips 
In gloom of earthquake and ecUpSc,' — 

Thai is — in Indian ink. 
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THE PROGRESS OF ART. 

Oh Iben, what black Mont Blanca arose. 
Crested with soot, and not wiUi snows : 

What clouds of dingy hue I 
In spite of what the bard bas penned, 
I fear the distance did not "lend 

Enchantmenl lo the view." 

Not Radcliffe's brush did e'er design 
Black Forests half so black as mine. 

Or lakes so like a pal! ; 
The Chinese cake dispersed a ray 
Of darkness, like the light of Day 

And Martin over all. 

Yet urchin pride sustained me still, 
I gazed on all with right good will. 

And spread the dingy lint ; 
" No holy Luke helped me to paint, 
The devil surely, not a Saint, 

Had any finger in't I " 

But colours came t — like morning light, 
Wth goigeous hues, displacing night. 

Or Spring's enhvened scene : 
At once the sable blades withdrew ; 
My skies got very, very blue ; 

And washed by my cosmetic brush. 

How Beauty's cheek began to bhish ; 

With lock of auburn stain — 
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(Not Goldsmith's Auburn)— nut-brown hair, 
That made her loveliest of (he fair ; 
Not " loveliest of the plaio ! " 

Her lips weie of vermilion hue : 
Lore in her eyes, and Prussian blue, 

Set all my heart in flante 1 
A young Pygmalion, I adored 
The maids I made — liuf time was stored 

With evil— and it came ! 

Perspective dawned— and soon I saw 
My houses stand ^againsl its law ; 

And "keejMng"all unkept ! 
My beanties were no longer things 
For love and fond imaginings ; 

But honors to be wept ! 

Ah ! why did knowledge ope my eyes ? 

Why did I get more artist wise? 
It only serves to hint. 

What grave defects and wants are mine ; 

That I'm no Hilton in design- 
In nature no De Waa ! ' 



Thrice happy time J — Art's early days I 
When o'er each deed, with sweet self-praise 

Narcissus-like I hung ! 
When great Rembrandt but little seemed, 
And such Old Masters were all deemed 

As nothing to the young ! 
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NUMBER ONE. 
C^fjirffif/™,, rAf /-n™ ^_fa y^«^ Lady. 
It's very hard ! and so it is 

To live in such > row, — 
And witness this, thai every Misi 

But me has got a Beau. 
For Love goes calling up and down. 

But here be seems (o shun ; 
I'm sure he has been asked enough 

To call at Number One. 
I'm sick of all the double knocks 

That come to Number Foutl 
.At Number Three. I often see 

A lover at the door ; 
And one in blue, at Number Two, 

Calls daily like a dun, — 
It's very hard they come so near, 

And not to Number One ! 
Miss Bell, I hear, has got a dear 

Exactly to her mind,— 
By sitting at the window pane 

Without a bit of blind ; 
But 1 go in the balcony, 

Which she has never done. 
Yet arts that thrive at Number Five 

Don't take at Number One! 
'Tis hard with plenty in the street, 

And plenty passing by, — 
There's nice young men at Number Ten, 

But only rather ;by ; 
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MUUBSR ONE. 

And Mis. Smith across the way 

Has got a srowii-up son, 
But la 1 he haidly seems to know 

There is a Number One I 
There's Mr. Wick at Number Nine, 

But he's intenl on pelf, 
And (hough he's pioos will not love 

His adghbour as himself. 
Al Number Seven there was a sale — ■ 

The goods had quite a run ! 
And here I've got my single lot 

On hand at Number One 1 
My mother often sils at woHi 

And tolki of props and stays. 
And what a comfort 1 shall be 

Id het declining [lays : 
The verj' maids abmt the house 

Have set me down a nun. 
The sweethearts all belong to them 

That call at Number One. 
Once only, when (he flae Cook tire, 

One Friday aTtemoOD, 
Young Mr. Long came kindly in 

And told me not lo swoon : 
Why can't he come again without 

The Phtenii and the Sun '. 
We cannot always have a Sue 

On fire at Number One I 
1 am not old I I am not plain 1 

Nor awkward in my gait — 
I am not crooked like the bride 

Thai went from Number Eight : 
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A RETROSPECTIVE REVIEW. 

I'm sure white satin made her loot- 
As bnnm as any bun — 

But even beaut; has no chance, 
I think, at Number One I 

Al Number Six they say Miss Rose 

Has slain a score of bearts, 
And Cupid, for her sake, has been 

Quite prodigal o( darts. 
The Imp they show with bended bow, 

I wish be bad a gun [ 
But if he had, he'd never deign 

To shoot with Numt>er One 1 
It's very hard ! and so it is 

To live in such a row ! 
And here's a ballad-singer come 

To aggravate my woe : 
Oh, lake awBy your fooUsh SOng;, 

And tones enough to stun — 
There b " Nae luck about the house," 

1 know, at Number Cue 1 



A RETROSPECTIVE REVIEW. 

Ok, when 1 was a doy boy 

My days and nights were fiiil of joy, 

My mates were blithe and kind. 
No wonder that I sometimes sigh. 
And dash the teardrop from my eye, 

To cast a look behind I 
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A RETROSPECTIVE REVIEW. l8 

A hoop was an eternal round 

Of pleasure. In those days I found 

A lop a joyoiu thiag ; 
But DOW tbose past delighU I drop. 
My head, alas 1 is all my top, 

And careful tboughta (he string t 
My marbles — once my bag was stored, — 
Now I must pUy witb Elgin's lord. 

With Theseus for a taw I 
My playful horse has dipt bis string, 
Forgolten all his capering, 

And harnessed to the law ! 

My kite— how fast and far It flew I 
Whilst I, & sort of Franklin, drew 

My pleasure from the sky 1 
Twas paRsred o'er wllh studious themes, 
The tasks 1 wrote — ray present dieams 

WiU never soar so high I 

My }oys are wingless all and dead ; 
My dtmips are made of more than lead ; 

My fl^hts soon find a (all ; 
My feais prevail, my fancies droop, 
Joy never cometh with a hoop. 

And seldom with a call ! 

My foolbaU's laid upon the shelf : 
I am a shuttlecock myself 

The world knocks to and fitD : 
My archery is still unlearned, 
And grief against myself has nimed 

My arrows and my bow I 
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A RETROSPECTIVE REVIEW. 

No more in noontide sun I bask ; 
My authonhip's an endless task. 

My head's ne'er out of school : 
My heart it pained vrilh scorn and slight, 
I bave loo many foes to figbt. 

And filends grown strangely cool I 

The veiy chum that shared my calte 
Holds out so cold a hand to shake, 

It makes me shrink and sigh : 
On this I will not dwell and hang. 
The changeling would not fee) a pong 

Though these should meet his eye ! 

No skies so blue or so serene 

As then ; — no leaves look half BO green 

As clothed the pla)rground tree t 
All things I loved are allered.so, 
Nor does it ease my heart to know 

Thai change resides in me I 

Oh, Tor the garb (hat mariced the boy. 
The trousera made of corduroy. 

Well inked with black and red ; 
The crownless hat, ne'er deemed an ill — 
It only let the sunshine still 

Repose upon my head 1 

Oh, for the riband round the neck I 
The careless dog's-ears apt to deck 

My boik and collar both I 
How can this formal man be styled 
Merely an Alexandrine child, 

A boy of ia^cr growth ? 
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A RETROSPECTIVE REVIEW. I9I 

Ob, for tbnt small, small beer anew 1 

And (beaven'i own type) Ibal mild sky-blue 

Tbat washed my sweet meals down ; 
Tbe master even 1 — and (hat small Turk 
Tbat Tagged me :-.worse is now my work— 

A &e for all tbe town I 

Ob, Tor the lessons learned by heart 1 
Ay, tbo(^ tbe very birch's smart 

Should mark those hours again ; 
I'd " kiss the rod," and be resigned 
Beneath the stroke, and even Hnd 

Some SDgar in the cane 1 

The Arabian Nights rehearsed in bed. 
The FaJiy Tales in school-lime read. 

By stealth, 'twixt verb and noun 1 
The angel form tbat always walked 
In all my dreams, and loidied and talked 

Ellaclly like Miss Brown ! 

The am/u jow— Christmas come ! 

The prize of merit, won for home- 
Merit had prizes then I 

But now I write for days and days. 

For fame — a deal of empty praise. 
Without the silver pen ! 

Then home, sweet home I the crowded coach — 
The joyous shout— the loud approach— 

The winding horns like rams' t 
Tbe meeting sweet that made me thrill, 
The sweetmeats almost sweeter slill, 

No "satts" to the "Jams! "— 
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A GOOD DIRECTION. 

When thai I was a diiy boy 

Mf days and nighls were full af joy, 

My males were blithe and kind, — 
No wonder that I sometimes sigh. 
And dash the teardrop from mv eye. 

To cast a look behind ! 



A GOOD DIRECTION. 

A CERTAIN gentleman^ whose yellow chet^k 
Proclaiioed be had not been in living quite 

An Anchorite — 
Indeed, he scarcely ever knew a well day : 
At last, by friends' advice, was led to seek 
A surgeon of great note— named Aberfeldit 
A very famous Author upon Diet, 
Who, belter starred than Alchemists of old, 
By dim of turning mercury to gold, 
Had settled at his country house in quiel. 
Our Patient, after some impatient rambles 
Thro' Enfield roads, and Enlield lanes of brambles. 
At last, to make inquiry had the nous, — 

Justtel'lmeifyoucan^ 
-Pray which is Mr. Aberfeldie's house?'* 
The man thus stopped— peruang for awhile 
The yellow visage of the man of bile. 
At last made answer, with a broadlsh |T<n : 
"Why, turn to right— and left— and right agin. 
The road's direct — you cannot fail to go it." 
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Mary's ghost. 



" How?— whj, youll seeUMfiliari at the door ! " 



TWAS in the middle of the night, 
To deep young William tried ; 

When Mhij-'s ghost came BfealiBg in, 
And stood at his bed-side. 

O William dear ! O WTlliam dear ! 



1 tbonght the last of all m; cares 
Would end with my last, minute ; 

But though I went to my long home. 
I didn't stay long in iL 

IV. 

The body-snalchers they have come. 

And made a snatch at me : 
It's »ery hard them kind of men 
. Won't lei a body be 1 
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mahy's ghost. 



The arm thai used (a take your ann 

Is took to Dr. Vyse ; 
And both my legs are gone to walk 

The hospital at Guy's. 

1 vowed that you should have my hand. 

But Isde gives as denial ; 
You'U find it there, at Dr. Bell's, 

In spirits and a phiaL 

As for my feet, the lillle feet 

You used lo call so pretty. 
There's one, I know, in Bedford Row, 

The t'olher's in the City. 

'I can't lell where my head is gone, 

But Doctor Carpue can ; 
As for my trunk it's all packed up 

To go by Hckford's van. 

I wish you'd go to Mc. P. 

And save me such a ride ; 
I don't half like the outside place, 

They've look for my inside. 

The cock il crows— I must be gone ! 

My William , we must part I 
But III be yours in death, altho' 

Sir Astley has my heart. 
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A KEPORT FROM BELOW, 



Doo'l go to weep upon my grave. 
And ihlak tbtx there I be ; 

They hBTen'l left an atom there 
Of niyai 



THE CARELESSB NURSE MAYD. 
1 SAWB a Mayd sine on a Bank, 
Begniled by Wooer rayne aod fbud 1 
And whiles His Bulleiynge Vowes She drank. 
Her Nurselynge slipt within a Pond '. 
All f-mn Tide they Talkde and Klsc. 
For She was Fayre and He was KInde ; 
The Sunne went down bcTore She wiit 
Another Sonne had setl behinde I 
With angrie Hands and frovt:nynge Browe, 
That deemd Her owns the Urchine's Sinne, 
She pluckt Him out, but he was nowe 
Past being Whipt for faliyiige in. 
She then beginnes lo wayle (he Ladde 
With Shrikes that Ecbo answered round— 
O fooiishe Mayd I to be soe sadde 
The Moraente lint btf Ciuv was diowiul : 



A REPORT PROM BELOW- 

"Blo-Wih, biaw\ow."—SuiS*it. 
As MiEter B, and Mistress B. 
One night were sUtir^ down to ted, 



-n, Google 



196 A REPORT FROM BELOW 

Wilb toast and mufSns hot — 

Tlie; heard a loud and sudden bounce, 

That made the very china flounce ; 

They could not for a time pronounce 

If they were safe or shot— 

For Memory brought a. deed to mat^ 

At Deptford done by night— 

Before one eye appeared a. Patch 

In t'other eye a BligK I 

To be belaboured out of life 
Wthout some small attempt at strife, 
Our nature will not grovel r 
One impulse moved both mati and dame, 
He seized the longs— she did the same, 
Leaving the ruffian, if he came, 
The poker and the shovel 
Suppose the couple standing so, 
When nching footsteps from below 
Made pulses fast and fervent. 
And first burst in the fraotic cat, 
AllsteaniinB like a brewer^ wt, 

And tHen — as white as my cravat 

Poor Maiy May, the servam ! 

Lora, how the couple's teeth did chatter. 
Master end Mistress both l!ew at her. 
"Speak I Fire? or Murder? What'sCbema 
Till Maiy getting breath. 
Upon her tale began to touch 
Vnth rapid tongue, full trotiing, such 
As if she thought she bad too much 
To tell before her death : — 
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A REPORT PROM BELOW. I97 

"We was bolh, ma'am, in the wash-house, ma'am, 

a-standing at our tubs. 
And Mrs. Round was seconding what little things I 

'Maiy,' says she to me. 'I say' — and there she stops 

for coughin', 
'That dratted copper flue has took to smoking very 

often. 
But please the pigs,' — for that's her way of swearing 

in a passion, 
' I'll blow it up, and not be set a-coughin' in this 

fashion I " 
Well, down she takes iBj master^ liorn — 1 mean his 

bom for loading, 
And empties every grain ative for to set the One 

exploding. 
'Lawk, Mrs, Roundt' sajra I, and stares, 'that 

quantum is uuproper, 
I'm sartia sure it can't not take a pound to sky a 

You'll powder both our heads of( so I tells yon, with 

But she only dried bet fingers, and she takes a pinch 

of snuSl 
Well, when the pinch is over — ' Teach your giand- 

molher to suck 
A povfder-horD,' says she — 'Well,' says I, 'I wish 

you luck.' 
Them words sets up her back, so with her hands upon 

her hips, 
'Come,'saya^, quile hi ahuOr, ' come, keep your 

tongue in^e your lips ; 
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Afore ever you was bom, I was well used to Ihings 

like [hese : 
I sball put it in the grate, and let it (um up bf 

So in it goes, and bounce— O Lord ! it gives us such 

1 thought we both were canonised, Hhe sogers in a 

battle ! 
Up goes the copper like a squib, and us on both out 

And bless the tubs, Ibey bundled off, and split all 

Well, there 1 fainted dead avraj, and might have 

been cut shorter, 
But Providence was kind, and brought me to with 

I first looks round for Mrs. Round, and sees ber at i. 

As stiff as starch, and looked asdettd as anjtliing in 

All scorched and grimed, and more tban that, I sees 
the copper slap 

Right on her head, for all the world Uke a percussion 
copper cap. 

Well, I crooks her little fingers, and cramps them 
well up together. 

As humanity pints Out, and burnt her nostrums with 
B feather : 

But for all as I can do. to restore her to her mor- 
tality, 

5he never gives a sign of a return to sensuality. 

Thinks I, well there she Ues, as dead as tny own Ute 
departed mother. 
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» RIPOKT FROM B 



Well, 


, shell wash no more in ihis world, what ever 




she does In I'other. 


So I 


gives myself lo scramble up the linens for a 


Lawl 


:, sicb a shiitl thinks I, it's well my roaster 




wasn't in it ; 


Ohl 


1 never, never, never, itevei, never, see a sight 



Here lays a leg, and there a leg — 1 mean, you know, 

a slockin'— 
Bodies all slit and lorn lo rags, and many a tattered 



Bui BS nobody was in 'em— none but— nobody was 

Well, there I am, a-scrambling up the things, all in 

When, mercy on us 1 sucb a groan as makes my 

bean to jump. 
And there sbe is, a-lying with a crazy sort of eye, 
A-slaring at the wash-house roof, laid open to the 

Then she beckons M'ilh a finger, and so down to her 

1 reaches. 
And puts my ear agin her mouth lo hear her dyin^ 

For, poor soul! she has a husband and young 

orphans, as I knew ; 
Well, Ma'am, you won't believe il, but it's Gospel 
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X) THE SCHOOLHASTEB^ MOTTO. 

THE SCHOOLMASTER'S MOTTO. 

" The Admiral compelled Iboii all to itrike.' 

—ZifiiirftlsoH. 
Hush t dlence in School-' not a noise 1 
You shall soon see (here's nothing to jeer at, 
Masiei Marsh, most andadous of boys I 
Cornel — "Palmam qui meruil ferati" 
So this morn in the midst of (he Psalm, 
The Miss SiCTkins's school you must leer at, 
You're complained of— Sr t hold out your palm- 
There I — " Palmam qui meruit ferat ! " 
You wilful young rebel, aod dunce 1 
This offence all your sins shall appear at. 
You shall have a good caning at once— 
There !— " Palmam qui meruit ferat ! " 
Vou are backward, you know, in eadi verb, 
And your pronouns you are not more clear at, 
Bat you're forward enough to disturb — 
There ! — " Palmam qui meruit ferat I " 
You said Master Twig stole the plnms, 
When the orchard he never was near at, 
111 not punish wrong fingers or thumbs — 
There 1—" Palmam qui meruil feral ! " 
You make Master Taylor your butt. 
And this morning his face you threw beer at, 
And you struck him — do you like a cut ? 
TTierel-" Palmam qui meruit fcral I " 
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THE schoolmaster's motto. 20i 

He's my Opt, Sir, and you ire my Piss : 
Tbere I — " Palmam qui meruit feratl" 
Then you had a pitched fight with young Rouse, 
An offoice I am always severe at I 
You discredit to Cicero House I 
There 1 — " PolDiam qui meruit feiat !" 
Vou have made too a plot in the night. 
To run ofT from the school that you reu at I 
Come, your other hand, now, Sir — [he light, 
Tberel— "Palmam qui meruit feral I" 
I'll leach you to draw, you young dog I 
Such pictures as I'm looking here at I 
" Old Mounseer making soup of a frog," 
There !— " Palmam q<u meruit (era) ! " 
You have nm op a bill at a shop. 
That in paying you'll be a whole year at — 
You've but twopence a week. Sir, to stop 1 
There I — " Palmam qui meruit ferat 1 " 
Tlien at dinner you're quite cock-a-hoop. 
And the soup you are certain to sneer at — 
t have sipped it — It's very good soup — 
There I—" Palmam qui meruit ferat I " 
T'other day when I fell o'er the form, 
Was my tumble a thing, Sir, to cheer at? 
Well for you that my temper's not warm- 
There!—" Palmam qui meruit ferat 1" 
Why, you rascal 1 yoa insolent brat ! 
All my talking you don't shed a tear at, 
There— take (hat. Sir] and that 1 thai I and that I 
There ! — ' ' Palmam qui meruit ferat 1 " 
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THE KANGAROOS. 
THE KANGAROOS. 



A FAIR of mairied kangaroos 

(Tbe case is oft a human one too) 
Were greatly puziled onc« to choose 

A trade to put thdr eldest son to : 
' A littUe bijslf and busy chap, 

As all the little K's just then are— 
About some (wo months otf the lap,— 

They're not so loug in arms as men are,. 
A twist in each parental muzde 
Betrayed the hardship of the puzzle — 

So much the flavour of life's cup 
Is framed by early wroug or right. 
And kangaroos vre know are quite 

Dependent on their "rearing up,' 
Tbe quetion, with its ins and outs, 
Was intricate and full of doubts ; 

And yet they had no squeamish carings 
For trades unfit or fit for gentry. 
Such notions never had an entry. 

For they had no armorial bearings. 
Howbeit they're not the last on earth 
That might indulge in pride of l»nfa ; 

Whoe'er has seen their infant young 
Bob in and out their mother's pokes. 

Would own, with veiy ready longUe, 
They are not bom like common folks. 
Well, thus the serious subject stood, 

It kept the old pair watchful nightly. 
Debating for young hopeful's good, 
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THE KANGAROOS. 20 

That be might earn his livelihood, 

And go Ihraugh life (lilie them) ttprightly. 
Anns would not do a< all ; no, marry. 
In that line all his tace miseany ; 

And agricuUore was not proper, 
Unlesis they meant the lad lo tany 

For ever as a mere clod-hopper. 
He was not well cut out for preaching, 

At least Id an; striking style ; 

And as for being mercantile — 
He was not formed for over-reaching. 
The law— while (here still bte ill-starred him 
And plainly from the bar debaired him : 
A doctor— who would ever fee him ? 

In music he could scarce engage, 

And as for going on the stage. 
In tragic socks I think I see him 1 
He would not make a rigging-mounter : 

A habenlashei had some merit. 
But there the counter still ran counter, 
Pot just suppose 
A lady chose 
To ask him for a yard of ferret 1 
A gardener digging up his beds? 
The puziled parents shook their heads. 
' ' A tailor would not do because — " 
They paused and glanced upon his paws. 
Some parish post, — though faTe should place i 
Before him, how could he embrace it ? 
In short, each anxious kangaroo 
~" natter through and through ; 
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THOSE EVENING BELLS. 



And in the night 
Of couise Ibey saw their way no deaier! 
At last thus musing on their knees — 
Or hinder elbows, if you please — 
It came — no thoi^ht was ever brighter I 
In wdghing every why and whether. 
They jumped upon il both logether— 
"Let's make the imps shertkand vriltr !" 

I wish all human parents, so 

Would argue what their sons arc Gt for ; 
Some would-be critics that I know 

Would be JD trades Ihey have mor« wit for. 



THOSE EVENING BELLS. 
Those evening bells, those evening bells. 
How many a tale their music tells, — 
or Yorkshire cakes and crumpets prime. 
And letters only just in time I 
The Muffin-boy has passed aw^, 
The Postman gone — and I must pay. 
For down below Deaf Mary dwells. 
And does not hear those Evening Bills. 
And so 'twill be when she is goac. 
That tuneful peal will still ring on. 
And other maids with timely yells 
Foiget to stay those Evening Bells. 
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THE DROWNING DUCKS. 
AHOHG8T (be sights thai Mis. Bond 

Enjojed fel griercd al more than others. 
Were little dufkliDgi in a pond. 

Swimming about beside tbeir molhers-^- 
Sman things lilte living water-lilies. 
But rellow as the iiSo-dillia. 
" It's very hard," she used to moan, 

" That other people have their ducklings 
To grace ihelr waters — mine alone 

Have n««r any prettjr chucklingi." 
For whf I— eftch little yellow navy- 
Went down — all downy— to old Davy I 
She had a lake — a pond. I mean — 

its ware was rather thick than pearly — 
She bad two duc^ their napet were gieen^- 

Shebad a drake, bis tail was curly^ — 
Vet 's|Nle of drake, and ducks, and pond. 
No little ducks bad Mrs. Bond ! 
The tnrds were both the best of mothen— 

Tbe nests had eggs — the eggs bad luck-^ 
The infant D's came forth like others— 

But Ibere, alas ( the matter stuck I 
Tbey might >s well have all died addle 
As die wben tbey began to paddle ! 
For wben, as native instinct taught her, 

The mother set her brood atloat, 
Tbey lanlt eie long right under water. 

Like any overloaded boat ; 
Tbey were wet>fooled loo lo see, 

As ducks and spiders ought lo be 1 
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X) THE DROWNINC DUCKS. 

No peccant humour in a gander 

Brought havoc on her Utile folksy- 
No poaching cook — a liying pander 

To appetite. — destroyed their yolll!, — 
Beneath her rery eyes, Od rot 'em I 
The; went, like plummets, to the bottom. 
The thing was strange— a eonlradiction 

It seemed of nature and her works I 
For little ducks, beyond connetlon, 

Sboukl float without Ibe help of coriis ; 
Great Johnson it bewildered him I 
To hear of ducks that coukl not swim. 
Poor Mrs. Bond 1 what conld she ds 

Bat change (he breed — and she tried divers 
Which dived as all seemed born <o do ; 

No Utile ones were e'er snivivois— 
Like those that copy gems I'm thinking. 
They all were given lo die-tinking 1 
In vain their downy coats were shorn ; 

They floundered still ! —Batch after batch wenti 
The little fools seemed only bom 

And batched for noCbiag but a hatchment I 
Whene'er Ihey launched— oh, sight of wonder 1 
Like fires the water " got them under 1 " 
No woman ever gave their locks 

A better chance than Mrs. Bond did : 
At last quite out of heart and dacks, 

She gave her pond up, and despondeil ; 
For Death among the waler-lilies, 
Cried"£iKr:Bdme"Ioallherdillie»! 
But though resolved to breed no more. 

She brooded often on this riddle — 



Alas ! 'iwu darker (ban before ! 

At last about Ibe summer's middle. 
What Johnson, Mrs, Bond, or none did. 
To clear the nutter up Ibe Sun did ! 
The thirsty Sirius, dc^-like dnmk 

So deep, bia furious toi^^e to cool, 
Tbe shallow waleis sank and sank, 

And lo, from out Ihe wasted pool, 
. Too bot to bold tbem Aay longer, 
There ciawled some eels as big as conger ] 
I wish all folks would took a bit, 

In such a case below the surface ; 
And when the eels wero caught and split 

By Mrs. Bond, just think of »er face. 
In each inside at once to spy 
A duckling turned to giblel-ple 1 
The sight at once explained the case, 

Making tbe Dame loc^ rather sQlf, 
Tlie tenants of that £efy Place 

Had found the vay to Pici a dilfy. 
And so, by under-water suction, 
Had wrought tbe little ducks' abduction; 



A TRUE STORY. 
Whoe'er has seen upon the human face 
The yellow jaundice and (he jauikdlce black, 
May form a notion of old Colonel Case 
With niggei Pompey waiting at his back. 
Case,— as the case is many a time with folks 
From hot Bengal, Calcutta, ot Bombay, 
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Had tint his lint, as Scottish tongues would say. 

And showed two clieeks as yellow as eggs' yolks. 

Pompey, the chip of some old ebon block, 

in hue was like his master's Etiff cravat, 

And might indeed have claimed aldn to tial. 

Coming, as At did, of an old Had stxi. 

Case wore the liver's livery tbat such 

Must wear, their pasi excesses (o deoote, 

Like Greenwich pensioners that take too much. 

And then do penance in a yellow ooat. 

Pompey's, a deep and pernuuient jet dye, 

A slain of nature's staining — one of (hose 

We caVL/ail colours — merely, I suppose, 

Because such colours never ga orjfy. 

Pray mark this difference of dark and sallow, 

Pompey's black husk, and the old Colonel's yellow. 

The Colonel, once a penniless beginner, 

From a long IndiaJi rubber rose a winner, 

Wilh plenty of pagodas in his pocitet. 

And homeward tuming his Hittetnian tbonght. 

Deemed IViiilaui was the very place that ought 

To harbour one whose leici was in the socket. 

Unhappily for Case's scheme of quiet, 

Wicklow just then was in a pretty riot, 

A fact recorded in each day's diumals, 

Things Case was not accustomed to peruse. 

Careless of news ; 
But Pompey always read those bloody journals. 
Pull of KiUmany and of KiUmore work, 
The freaks of some O'Shaunessy's shillaly. 
Or morning frays by some O'Brien Burke, 
Or hotiid nightly outrage by some Daly ; 
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How scums desennng of (be Devil's ladte 

Would Tall upon (be harmless akull and knock It, 

And if be found an infBn( in the ctsdie 

Stem Rock would hardly hesitale lo rock it ; 

In fact, he read of burner and of killer. 

And Irisb ravages, day after day, 

mi, haunOng in his dreams, he used to say. 

That "Pompey could not sleep on /W^jftViir." 

Judge then the honor of (he nigger's face 

To find — with such impressions of that dire land — 

That Case, his master— was a packing case 

For Irehind t 
He saw in fearful reveries arise, 
Phantasnagorias of those dreadful men 
Whose bme associate with Irish plots is. 
Fltigeralds— Tones— O'Connors — Hares— and then 
"Those fiuiBK/j," not so " little in his eyes " 

As Doctor Watta's I 
He felt himself piked, roasted,- carved and backed. 
His big black burly body seemed in fiict 
A plDcushiOD for Terror's pins and needles, — . 
Ob, how be wished himself beneath the sun 
0£ Afric— or in far Barbadoes — one 
Of Bishop Coleridge's new iloii itadles. 

Fun of this fright. 
With broken peace and broken English choking, 
As black as any raven and as croaking, 
Pompey rushed in npon his master's sight, 
Plumped on bis knees, and clasped his sable digits. 
Thus siiiiing Curiosity's sharp fidgets — 
" O Massa ! — Massa I — Colonel 1 — Massa Case, — 
No( go to Ireland I— Ireland dam bad place ; 
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Dem lake our blooda— dem Irish— every drop— 

Oh, why for Massa go so fai a distance 

To have him life I " — helo Pompey made a stop. 

Putting on awful period to existence. 

" Not go to Ireland — not to Ireland, fellow, 

And muidered — nhf should I be murdered, sicrah?" 

Cried Case, with anger's tinge upon his yellow,— 

Pompey fof answer, pointing in a micTor, 

The Colonel's saflron, and his own Japan — 

" Well, what has that to do — quick— speak outright, 

boyf 
" O Massa " — (so the explanation rati) 



A STORM AT HASTINGS, 



TWAS Ai^usl— Hastings every day was iUling— 
Hastings, Ihat ' ' greenest spot on memory's waste ! " 
With crowds of idlers willing and unwilling 
To be bedipped— be noticed— or be braced. 
And all things rose a penny in a shilling. 
Meanwhile^ from window and from door, in haste 
"Accommodation bills " liept coming down. 
Gladding "the world of letters "in that town. 
Each day poured in new coachfuls of new cits, 
Flying from London smoke and dust annoying. 
Unmarried Misses hoping to make hits. 
And new-wed couples fresh from Tunbridge toying, 
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I^acemen ind placemen, miListaii and witi. 

And Qiukeis of both sexes, much enjojnng 

A morning's reading by the ocean's rim. 

That sect delighting in the sea's brood brim. 

Attd lo ! amongst all these appeared a creature. 

So small, he almost might a twin have been 

With Miss Ciachami— dwarfish quite iu sta.ture. 

Yet well proportioned— neither fat nor lean, 

His face of marvellously pleasant feature, 

So short and sweet « man was never seen — 

All thought him charming at the first beginning — 

Atas, ere long they found him far too winning I 

He seemed in love with chance — and chance repaid 

His ardent passion with her fondest smile, 

The sunshine of good luck, without a shade, 

He staked and won— and won and staked— the bile 

It stirred of many a man and many a maid, 

To see at every venture how that vile 

Small gambler snatchM— and how he won them f 00— 

A living Pam, omnipotent at loo t 

Miss Wiggins set her heart upon a box, 

Twas handsome rosewood, and inlaid with brass, 

And dreamt three limes she garnished it with slocks 

Of iteedles, silks, and cottons— but, alas ! 

She lost It wide awake. We thought Miss Cax 

Was lucky— but she saw three caddies pass 

To that small imp ;— no living luck could loo him 1 

Sr Stamford would have lost his RsfHes to him I 

And so be dimbed — and rode — and won — and 

The wondrous topic of the curious swarm 
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That hannted the Parade. Many were baulked 
Of notoriet; by ihu small form 
Padng ii up and down : some even talked 
Of ducking him — vhen 1o t a dismal stonn 
Stepped in— one Friday, at the close of daj— 
And ever? head was lumed another way — 

Watching the grander guest It seemed lo rise 
Bulky and slow upon the soathem brink 
Of the horiion — fanned by sultry sighs — 
So black and threatening, 1 cannot think 
Of any simile, except the skies 
Miss Wif^ns sometimes shadesia Indian ink— 
J/iii-shapen blotches of such heavy vapour. 
They seem a. dea2 more soUd than her paper. 

As for the sea, [t did not fret, and rave. 
And tear its waves to tatters, and so dash on 
The slony-hearled beach ; — some bards would have 
it always rampant, in that idle fashion — 
Whereas the waves rolled in, subdued and grave, 
Ijke schoolboys, when the nia5ter's_iQ a passion, 
Who meekly settle in and lake thdr places, 
With a very quiet awe on all their faces. 

Some love lo draw the ocean with a head. 
Like troubled table.beer — and make it bounce. 
And froth, and roar, and fting — but this, I've Said, 
Surged in scarce rougher than a lady's floimce : 
Bui then, a gratider contrast thus it bred 
With the wild welkin, seeming to pronounce 
Something more awful in the serious ear. 
As one wotdd whisper that r lion's near — 
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Who just begins to roar : so tbe hoarse thunder 
Growled long — but low— « prelude note of death. 
As ir tbe stifliog clouds ytt kept it under, 
But still it muttered to the sea beneath 
Such a continued peal, as made us wonder 
It did not pause more oft to take its breath, 
Whibl we were panting with the sultr? weather. 
And luurdly cared to wed two words together. 
But watched the surly advent of the storm, 
Much as the brown-cheeked planleis of Barbadoes 
Must wUch a rising of the Negro swarm ; 
Meantime It steered, like Odin's old Armadas, 
Right on our coast ;— a dismal, coal-black form ; 
Many prond gaits were quelled — and all bravadoes 
Of folly ceased — and sundry idle jokers 
Went home to cover up (heir longs and pokers. 
So fierce tbe lightning fladied. In all their days 
The oldest smugglers had not seen such flashiiig. 
And they are used 10 many a. pretty blaie, 
To keep their Hollands from an awkward clashing 
With hostile cutters in our creeks and b^ : 
And truly oite could think, without much lashing 
The foncy, that those coasting clouds, so awful 
And black, were fraught with spirits as Unlawful. 
The gay Parade grew thin— all (he fair crowd 
Vanished— as if they knew their own attractions,— 
For now the lightning through a near hand cloud 
Began to make some very crooked fractions — 
Only some few remained that were not cowed, 
A few rough sailors, who had been in actions, 
And sundry boatmen, that with quick yeo's. 
Lest ll should tloa, — were polling op the Xsse: 
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(No flowei, but a boaij — some more were bauUng 
Tbe RtgBtt by lliE bead :— another crew 
With that same cry peculiar to tbeir caliiitg— 
Were heaving up (he Hope . — and as they knew 
Tbe veiy gods themselves □([ gel a maubng 
In IhdT own realms, the seamen wisely drew 
The Nepluat rather higher on the beach. 
That he migbt lie beyond his billows' reach. 
And now the sCoim, with its despotic power, 
Had all usurped the azure of the skies, 
Making our daylight darker by an hour. 
And some few drops— of an unusual siie~ 
Few and distinct— scarce twenty to (he shower, 
Fell like huge teardrops from a giant's eyes — 
But (hen this spiinkle thickened in a trice 
And rained much harder— vn good solid ice. 
Oh ! for a very storm of words to show 
How this fiatce crash of hail came nisbing o'er us I 
Handel would make the gusty o^ana blow 
Grandly, and a rich storm in music score us -.-— 
Bu) ev'n his music seemed composed and low. 
When we were handled by this Hailstone Cboms ; 
Whilst thunder rumbled, with its awful sound. 
And frozen comfits rolled along the ground — 
As big as bullets :— Lord I how ibey did batter 
Our craiy tiles : — and now the lightning Sashed 
Alternate with tbe dark, until the latter 
Was rarest of the two t— the gust too dashed 
So terribly, I thought the hail must shatter 
Some panes, — and so it did, — and first it smashed 
The very square where 1 bad chose my station 
To watdi the general illumination. 
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Another, and another, sitll came id. 

And fell in jingling ruin at my feel, 

Making tiBjispareal holes that let me win 

Some samples of the ttorm :— Oh I it was sweel 

To think I had a shelter for my aUn, 

Culling them through Ibese ' ' lw>|dioles of retical " — 

Which lb & little we began lo fiaxt— 

Chiefly with a jacktowel aitd soma baiie ! 

By which, Ihe cloud had passed o'erhead, but played 

Its crooked lires in constant flashes still. 

Just in our rear, as though it had arrayed 

lis heavy balleries at Fairlighl Mill, 

So that it lit the town, and graiidly made 

The rugged fealuics of the Castle HitI 

Leap, like a birth, from chaos into hght^ 

And then relapse into the gloomy night-— 

As parcel of Ihe cloud ;— the clouds themselves. 

Like monstrous crags and summits everlasting, 

Piled each on each in most gigantic shelves. 

That Milton's devils were engaged In blasting. 

We could e'en fancy Satan and his elves 

Busy upon those crags, and ever casting 

Huge fragments loose,— and that wefilt (he souiid 

They made in falling to the startled ground. 

And so (he tempest scowled away,— and toon 

Timidly shining through its skills of jet. 

We saw Ibe rim of the pacific moon. 

Like a blight lish entangled in a net, 

Plaabitig its silver sides, — how sweet a boon 

Seemed her sweel light, as though it would beget, 

With that fair smile, a calm upon the seas — 

Peace In the sky — and coolness in the t>ieeie I 
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MeHHIime the hall had ceased ;— and all the brood 
Of gladen stole abroad to coant their gaicts ; 
At every window there were maids who stood 
Lamenting o'er the glass's small remains, — 
Or with coarse linens made the fractions good, 
Stanching the wind in all the wounded panes, — 
Or, liolding candles to the panes, in doubt : 
The wind resdved— blowing the candles out. 
No house was whole that had a southern front, — - 
No greeoboDSe but tlie same mishap befell ; 
fitno-windows and A<//-gUsses bole the brunt, — 

No sex in glass was spared ! For those who dwell 

On each hill-side, you might have swum a punt 
In any of ihelr parlours ; — Mrs. Snell 
Was slopped out of her seat, — and Mr. Hitchin 
Had a/iTuvr-gardeo washed into a Kilchea. 
But stiU the sea was mild, and quite disclaimed 
The recent violence. — Each after each 
The gentle waves a gentle murmur framed, 
Tapping, lilie woodpeckers, the hollow beach. 
Howbeit his Toeatker eye the seaman aimed 
Across the calm, and hinted by his speech 
A gale next morning — and when morning broke. 
There was a gale—" quite equal to bespoke." 
Before high water— {it were belter far 
To christen it not vitxter then but mailer, 
For (hen the tide is serving at the bar) 
Rose such a swell— I never saw one greater ! 
Black, jagged l»llows rearing up in war 
Like ragged roaring bears against (he baiter, 
With lots of froth upon Ihe shingle shed, 
Ljke stout poured out with a fine ieacAj/ head. 
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No open boat was opcD to a fai«. 
Or launched that mom od sevea-sMUiDg trips ; 
No baihing: woman waded— none would dare 
A dippinf in the wave— but waived tbeir dips ; 
No wasnll ventured on the stt^niy air, 
And all the dreacj coast was clear of ships ; 
For two Ita shora upon tbe River Lea 
Are not so petjlous as obe at sea. 
Awe-struck we sal. and gazed upon the scene 
Before us in such honid hurly-burly, — 
A boiling ocean of mixed black and green, 
A sky of copper colour, grim and surly, — 
When lo, in that vast hollow scooped between 
Two rolling Alps of water, — while and curly 1 
We saw a pair of liiile arms a-skimming, 
Uuch like a fiist or lasl attempt at swimmini; I 
Sometimes a band— sometimes a little shoe — 
Sometimes a skirt — sometimes a baivk of bair 
Just like a dabbled seaweed rose 10 view. 
Sometimes a knee— -sometimes a back was bare — 
At last a frightful summerset he threw 
Kighl on the shingles. Any one could swear 
The lad was dead — without a chance of petjUTy. 
And battered by the surge beyond all surgery I 
However, we snatched up tbe corse (bus ihrowD, 
Intending. Christian-like, to sod and turf it, 
And after venting Pity's sigh and groan. 
Then curiosity began with htr fit ; 
And lo I the features of the Small Unknown ! 
"Twas he that of the surf had had this surfeit I 
And in his fob, the cause of late monc^Ues. 
We found a contract slRned with Mephiit^eles. 
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A bond of blood, vthavby (be ainnet gave 

His forfeit 50q1 to Salan, in reversion, 

ProTiding in iWa world he was to hare 

A kirdship over luck, by whose exertion 

He might conliol the course of cards and brave 

All throws of dice, — but on i 

The juggling demon, in bis usuaj vi 

Seized tbe last cast — and Nicked hii 



LINES TO A LADY 



Go where the waves run rather Holbom-hHly, 
And tempests make a soda-wster sea. 
Almost as rough as our rough Piccadilly, 

And think of me I 
Go where the mild Madeira ripens *»• juice, — 



Go where the tiger in the darkness prowleth. 
Making a midnight meal of he and she ; 
Go where the lion in his hunger howleth, 

And think of me t 
Go where the serpent dangerously coileth, 
Or hes along at full length like a tree, 
Go where the Suttee in her own soot broiletb, 

And think of me ! 
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Go to the land of muslin and nankwoini;, 
And parasols of slraw where hals should be, 
Go to the land of slaves and palanlceening, 

And think o[ me 1 
Go to the land of jungles and of vast httls, 
And (all bamboos — may none iamioBtU ihee ! 
Go gaie upon their elephants and castles, 

And think of me! 
Go wbete a cook must always be a currier, 
And parch the peppered palate like a pea, 
Go where the fierce mosquito ia a worrier. 

And think of me! 
Go where the maiden on a marriage plan goes. 
Consigned for wedlock (o Calcutta's quay, 
WbeiewomaogoesfoTman, the same as mai^oes. 

And think of me ! 
Go where the sun is vei? hot and feirent. 
Go to Ihe land of pagod and rupee. 
Where ever; black will be your slave and servani. 

And ibiok of me ! 



TO FANNY. 

" Giy bebg, bora 10 fluller ! "— Salb's GIi 
Is this your faith, then, Fanny ! 

What, to chat with eveiy Dun ! 

I'm the one, then, but of many. 

Not of many, but the Oni I 
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Last nigbt you smiled on all, nia'am, 

That appeared In scarlet dress ; 
And your Regimental Ball, ma'am, 

Looked a lillle like a Men. 
1 thought that of the Sogen 

(As the Scotch say) one might do. 
And that I, slight Eosign Rogers, 

Was the chosen man and true. 
But "Sblood ! your eye was busy 

V/ilb that ragamuffia mob- 
Colonel Buddell— Colonel Dizzy— 

And LJeuleoant-Colonel Cobb. 
General Joblin, General Jodkin, 

Colonels-Kelly, Felly, with 
Majora— Sturgeon, Truffle, Bodkin, 

And (he Quarter-master Smith. 
Major Powderum — Major Dowdnun- 

Major Chowdnim — Major Bye — 
Captain Tawney — Captain Fawney, 

Captain Anyone — but 1 1 
Deuce lake it 1 when the regiment 

You so praised, 1 only thought 
That you loved it in abiidgmenl. 

But I now am better taught ! 
I went, as loving man goes. 

To admire tbee in quadiilles ; 
But, Fan. you dance fandangoes 

With just any fop that wills 1 
I went with notes before as. 

On the lay of Love lo touch ; 
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THE angler's farewell. 



re youooniracted 

For the may — seemed my'owii : 
But DOW you laugh witb all the staff, 

And 1 may sigh alone t 
I kuow not how it chances. 

When my passion ever daies, 
But the wanner my advances. 

Then the coolei are your airs, 
t am. I don't conceal it, 

But I am a tittle buit ; 
You're a Fan, and I must feel i(. 

Fit lot nothing but a Flirt/ 
I dreamt thy smiles of beauty 

On myself alone did fall ; 
But, alM 1 " Coat Fan ToiU 1 " 

It is thus. Fan, thus with all ! 
You have taken quite a mob in 

Of new military flames ; 
They would make a fine Round RoUn 

If I gave you all their names t 



THE ANGLER'S FAREWELL. 

" Reiltied, I kiued the rod." 

Wbll ! I think it is time to put up 1 

For it does not accord with my notions. 

Wrist, eltxiw, and chine, 

Stiff from throwing the line, 

-To take cotblcs at last by my motions 1 
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I grouod-balt my vaj as 1 go, 
Aori dip in M each watery dimple ; 

But bowever I wi$h 

ToiDvnglethe fish, 
To my jHj(& they will not play jimfite f 
Though [Qy float goes so swimmingly on, 
My bad luck never seems to diminish ; 

It would seem that the Bream 



Not a Trout Iheie can be in tha place. 
No! a Grayling or Rud worth the mentioD, 

And although at my book 

With aittntim I look, 
I can ne'er see my hook with a Tmch on I 
A( a brandling once GudgeOn would gape. 
But they seem upon dij&rent terms now ; 

Have tbey taken advice. 

Of the " Council of Nice." 
And rejected their "DitI ^ Wonm" now? 
la vain my live minnow I spin. 
Not a Pike seems to iMnk it worth snalching ; 

For the gut I have broi^ht, 

I had better have bought 
A good Tc^ that was used \a Jack-itUhvig I 
Not a tdbble has ruffled my cork. 
It is vain in this river to search then.; 

I may wait tiil it's night. 

Without any bite 
And at roosi-Hme have nev«( a Ptrch then \ 



THE angler's FAKEWEU.. 

No H.tae'b can I meet wilh— no Bleak, 
Save what in the air is so sharp now ; 

Not a. Dace have I got. 

And I rear it is not 
'■Caipe diem," a day for the Carp now t 



,t 'lis— like St. iAar/s—Otfay f 



I have tried all the watei ibr miles. 
Till I'm weaiyofdipping and casting, 

And buDgry and faint — 

Let (be Fancjr jnst paint 
What il Is, taiamii FixA, to be Failing/ 
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SEA SONG. 

After Dibdin. 
PUBE vrater it plays a ^poA part id 
The swablxDg (be decks aod all Chat— 
And it Bnds iia own level Tor saitin — 
For it sartinly driuks very flat ; . 
For roj part a drop of tbe cceatur 
I never could tbink.was a fault, 
For if Tais should svdg water by natur. 
The sea would have never beea sail 1 
Then oif with ll Into a jorum, 
And make it strong, sharpisb, or sweet, 
For If I've any sense of decorum, 
It DGver was meant to be neal I 

Oik day when I was but haU sober- 
Half measures I always disdain — 
1 walked intoa shop thai sold Soda, 
And axed for some Water Champagne : 
Well, the lubber he drew and he drew, boys. 
Till I'd shipped my six bottles oi more. 
And blow off my last limb but it's lme| boys. 
Why, I wam't half so drunk as albre I 
Tben off with it into a Jorum, 
And make it strong, sharpish, or sweet. 
For if I've any sense of decorum. 
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THE COMPASS. WITH VARIATIONS. 

"The Needlu haic HuncUmti ben fiUl id Mirinen.' 

One close of day — 'twas in the Bay 

Of Naples, bay of glory ! 
Wbile light was hanging crowns of gold 

On mountajns high and hoary, 
A gallant bark got under wdgh, 

Aod with her sails my slory. 

direct. 

Her crew of men some nine or ten, .. 

The captain's name was Jago ; 
A good and gallant bark she was. 

La Donna (call'd) del Lago. 
Bronzed Ttiariners were hers to view, 

With brown cheeks, clear oi muddy. 
Dark shining eyes, and coal-black hair. 

Meet heads for painter's stody ; 
But midst their Ian there stood one man, 

Who«e cheek was fair and raddy ; 
His brow was high, a loftier brow 

Ne'er shone in song or sonnet, 
His hair, a liKte scant, and when 

He dofPd his cap or bonnet. 
One saw that Grey had gone beyond 

A premiership upon it ! 
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His ejre was grey, and vben he look'd 

Around, the pnMpecC lired it, 
A fine poetic light, as if 

The Appe-Nine inspir'd it 

His frame was stout, in height about 

Sii feel— well made and portly ^ 
Of dress and manner just to give 

A sketch, but very shortly, 
His order seem'd a composile 

Of lustic with the caiutlf . 
He ate and qiiafTd, and joked Bad lauj^ied. 

And chatted with the seamen. 
And often lask'd tbtir skill and ask'd, 

"What weather is't to be, man?" 
No detaonsliation there appeai'd 

Tliat he was any demon. 

No sort of sign there was that he 

Could raise a stormy nunpus. 
Like Piospero make breezes blow. 

And rocks and billows Ibump us, — 
But little we supposed what be 

Could with the needle compass ! 
Soon came a storm— the lea at fiisi 

Seem'd lying almost fallow — 
When U> I full crash, with billowy dash. 

From clouds of black and yellow, 
Came sucb a gale as blows but ODce 

A cenl'r7 like the aloe I 
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When, gmb I a. flood of brine came down 

The skylight — quite a fountain, 
And right oa end the table reac'd 

Jual like the Table Mountain, 
Down rush'd the soup, down gush'd the wine, 

Each roll, its r6le repeating, 
Roll'd down— the round of beef declar'd 

For parting — not for meating 1 
Off flew the fowls, and all the game 

Was " loo far gone for eating 1 " 
Down knife and fork-^wn went the podi, 

The lamb loo broke its lethet; 
Down mustard went—each coadlmeat— 

Salt— pepper— all together I 
Down everything like craft that seek 

Tbe Downs in stormy weather, 
Down plunged the Lady of tbe Lake, 

Her limbers seem'd to sever ; 
Down, down, a dreary deny. down, 

Such lurch she had gone never ; 
She almost seem'd about to talie 

A bed of down for ever I 
Down dn^ the captain's nether jaw, 

Thus robb'd of all its uses, 
He thought he saw the Evil One 

Beside Vesnvian sluices. 
Playing Bl dice for soul and ship, 

Aod throwing sink and deuces. 
Down fell the steward on his face, 

To all (he Samls commending ; 
And candles lo the Virgin vow'd. 

As save-alls 'gainst tais ending. 
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Down Tell Ihe mate, he thought Bis fiu». 

Check -mate vfas close impending t 
Down fell the cook — the cabin boy, 

Thtir beads with fervour telling, 
While Alps of sui^e, with snowy veige^ 

Above the yards came yelling. 
Down fell the crew, and on their knees 

Shixlder'd at each while swelling [ 
Down sunk the sun of bloody hue. 

His crimson light a cleaver 
To each red rover of a wave : 

To eye of fancy-weaver, 
Neptun^ Ihe god, seemed losing irr 

A raging scarlet fever ! 
Sore, sore afraid, each Papftt pray'd' 

To Saint and Wrgin Mary ; 
But one there was that stood a 

Amid Ihe waves' vagaiy ; 
As staunch as rock, a true game-cock 

•Mid chicks of Mother Caiy 1 
His mddy cheek retaln'd its streak, 

No danger seetD'd to shrink him : 
His step still bold— of mortal mould 

The crew could hardly think him : 
The Lady of the Lake, he seem'd 

To know, could never sink him. 
Relaxed at last the fiirious gale 
I Quite out of brealh wilh racing ; 

The boiling Boo^ in milder mood. 

With gentler billows chasing ; 
From stem to stern, with frequent tun^. 

The stranger tool: to padng. 



-n, Google 



E COMPASS, WITH VABIATIONS. 229 



And as he walked to self be talked. 

Some ancient ditty thrumming, 
In undertone, as not alone — 

Now whistling, and now humming — 
"You're welcome, Charlie," " CowdenkDOwes," 

"Kenmure," or "Campbells' Coming." 
Down went the wind, down went the waTe, 

Fear quitted (be most finical ; 
The Saints, I wot, were soon forgot. 

And Hope was at the (unnacle : 
When rose on bigb, a frightful ciy — 

" The Devil's In the bitmacle ! " 
"The Saints be near." the helmsman cried. 

His voice was quite a falter — 
" Steady's my helm, but every look 

The needle seems to alter ; . 
God only knows where China lies, 

Jamaica, oi Gibraltar I " 
The captain stared aghast at mate. 

The pilot at th' apprentice ; 
No fancy of the Genoan Sea 

Ot Ficdon.the event is : 
Bui when they at the compass look'd. 

It seem'd non compass mentis. 
Now north, now south, now east, now west. 

The wavering point was shaken, 
'Twas past the whole philosophy 

Of NewtcHi, or of Bacon ; 
Never by compass, till that hour, 

Sach klitudes were taken I 
V/itb fearful speech, each after each 

Took turns in the inspection ; 
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They found no gnn— no iron — none^ 

To vai7 its direction ; 
It seem'd a. new magnetic case 

Of Poles in Insurteglion 1 
Farewell to wives, farewell their lives, 

And all tbrir household riches ; 
Oh I while they thought of girl of boy, 

And dear domestic niches. 
All down the side which holds the hunt. 

Thai oeedle gave them stitches. 
With deep amaie, the Stranger gazed 

To see them so white livered : 
And wallied aball the Innnacle, 

To know at what they shivered, 
But when he stood beside the caid. 

Si. Josef I how it quivered l 
No fancy-motion, brain-begot, 

In eye of timid dreamer — 
The nervons linger of a sot 

Ne'er showed a plainer tremor ; 
To eveiy brain it seemed too plain, 

There stood th' Infernal Schemer ! 
Mii'd brown and blue each visage grew. 

Just lilte 3 puUefs ginard ; 
Meamvbile the captain^ wandering wit. 

From tacking like an iziard, 
Bore down in this plain coune at last, 

" It's Michael Scott— the Wiiard I " 
A smile passed o'er the ruddy face : 

" To see the poles so falter 
I'm puuled, friends, as much as you. 

For with no friends I palter I 
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Michael I'm not— althongh a Scott— 

My Chrislian name is Waller." 
like oU it fell, that name, a. speU 

On all the feaiful faction ; 
The captain's head (for he had read) 

Conress'd ihe needle's action. 
And bow'd to Him in whom the North 

Has lodged its m 



A BLOW UP. 

"Hier.«joup, up,op'" 

~T*t Lay qftlu Fir^ Mintl-il. 
Nb&S Battle, Mr. Peter Baker 

Was Powder mater, 
Not Aldermaa Flower's flour— the white that puffs 
And primes and loads lieads, bald, or Erey, ol 

chowder, 
Figgins and Higgins, Hppins, Fdby, Crowder,— 
Nol vile apothecary's pounded Etuf&. 
But something blacker, bloodier, and louder. 

Gunpowder i 
This stuff, as people know, is semper 
EadttK ; very hasty in its temper — 
Like Honour that resents ihe gentlest taps, 
Mere semblances of blows, however slight ; 
So Powder Sres, allhoqgh you only p'rhaps 

Strike Ught. 
To make II, therefore, Is a ticklish business, 
And sometimes gives both head and heart a dLninesi, 
For as all human flash and fancy mlltders, 
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Frequenting fights and Powder-works well know. 
There seldom is a mill without a blow 
Some(ini«s upon the giindets. 
But then — the melancholy phrase lo soften. 
Mr. B.'s mill Iranspired so very often t 
And adveitised— than oil Price Cmrenls louder, 
■■ Fragments look up — there is a rise iu Powder," 
So frequently, it caused the onghbours' wonder, — 
And certain people had the inhumanity 
To lay it all lo Mr. Baker's vanity, 
Thai he might have lo say— "That was my ihunder ! " 
One day— so goes the tale. 
Whether, with iron hoof. 
Not spackle.prooF, 
Some ninny-bam mer struck upon a ludl, — 
Whether some glowworm o{ the Guy Faux stamp. 
Crept in the building, with Unsafely Lamp — 
One day this mill that had by water ground, 
Became a sort of windmill and blew round. 
With bounce that went in sound as far as Dover, it 
Sent half the workmen sprawling to the sky ; 
Be^es some vullors who gained thereby. 
What they had asked— permission "to go over It !' 
Of couise it was a very hard and high blow, 
And somewhat differed iitxa what's called a fly- 

At Cowes' Regatta, as I once observed, 

A pistol-shot made twenty vessds start; 

if such a sound eould terrify oak's heart. 

Think how this crash the human ttetve unnerred. 

In bet it was a very awful thing, — 

As people know that have been used to ballk^ 

Id springing either mine or mill, yon spring 
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A precitnix Tattle I 
The dunnlest heard it— poor old Mr. F. 
Doubled for once if he was ever deaf : 
Through Turibridge town it caused most Strang 

Mr. and Mrs. Fogg, 
Who lived like eal and dc^. 
Were shocked for once Into each other's arms. 
Miss M. the milliiier— her fright so Strong, 
Made a great gobtile-stilcb ^ inches long ; 
The veriest qnakers qnaked sgdtist their wish ; 
The ■' Best ofSons" was taken nnawares. 
And kicked the " Best of Parents " down the stairs 
The steadiest serrant dropped the China dish ; 
A thousand started, though there was but one 
Fated to win, and that was Mister Dunn, 
Who struck convulsively, and booked a fish 1 

Miss WiEginS, with some grass upon her fork, . 
Tossed it just like a hajmaker at work ; 
Her sistei" not in any better case. 

For. tailing wine. 

With nervous Mr. Pyne, 
He jerked bis glass of Sheity in her face. 

Poor Mistress Davy, 
Bobbed off her brand-new turban in the gravy ; 
While Mr. Davy at the lower end, 
Preparing for a goose a carver's labour, 
Darted his two-pronged weapon in his neighbour, 
As if for once he meant to help a friend. 

Them 
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ScTeamed, snd let Master Jeremiak drop 

From a fourth storey I 
Nor yet did malleis any better go 
With cook and housemaid in the lealms below ; 
As for the laundress, timid Marlha Gunning, 
Expressing fainlness and ber fears by fits 
Aim! starts,— she came al last but to her wit), 
By rolling in the ale that John left maning. 
Grave Mr. Miles, the meekest of mankind, 
Struck all at once, deaf, stupid, dumb, and bhnd, 
Sat in his chaise some moments like a corse, 

Then coming to bis mind, 

Was shocked to find, 
Only a pair of shafts without a horse. 
Out scrambled all the Misses from Miss Joy's '. 
From Prospect House, for urchins small and big, 

Hearii^ the awful noise. 

Out rushed a flood of boys, 
Floating a man in biack, without a w^; 
Some carried out one treasure, some another,— 
Some caught their tops and taws up in a huny, 
Some saved Chambaud, some rescued Litidley 

But little Tiddy carried his big brother i 

Sick of such terrors. 
The Tunbridge folks resolved that truth should dwell 
No longer secret in a Tunbridge Well, 
Bat to warn Baker of his dangerous errors ; 
Accordingly, to bring thn point to pa^, 
They called a meeting of the broken glass, 
The shattered chimney-pots, and scattered tiles. 

The damage of each part. 

And packed it in a cart. 
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A BLOW LP. 2]J 

Drawn by the bone that tod from Mr. Miles ; 

Wbile Dr. Babbletbarpe. the worthy Reclor, 

And Mr. Gammage, culler to George Rei, 

And some few more, whose names would oa\y vex, 

Went as a deputation to the Ex- 

Powder-proprietor and Mill-director. 

Now Mr. Bolter's dwelling-bouse bad pleased 

Along with mill materials to roam. 

And for a time the deputies were tea«d, 

To Gad the noisy gentleman at borne ; 

At last they found him with undamaged skin, 

Sale at the Tunbiidge Anns— not out— but Inn. 

The WMlby Rector, wjtb uncottitnon zeid. 

Soon put his ipokt la for the common weal — 

A grave old gentlemanly kind of Urban, — 

The piteous tale of Jeremiah moulded, 

And then unfolded. 
By way of climax, Mrs. Davy's turban : 
He told bow auctioneering Mr. Pidding 

Knocked down a lot without a bidding, — 
How Mr, Miles, in fright, had given bis mare. 

The whip she wouldn't bear. 
At Prospect House, how Dr, Oates, not Titus, 

Danced like SL Vitus,- 
And Mr. Beak, thro' Powder's misbehaving. 

Cut off his nose whilst shaving; 
When suddenly, with words that seemed like swear- 
ing, 
Beyond a Licenser's belief or bearing — 
Broke in the stuttering, sputtering Mr, Uammage — 
"Who is to pay us, sir"— he argued thus, 

" For loss of CUS-CUS-CUS-CUS-CUS-CU3-CUS — 

Cus^costom, and the dam-dam.dam.ilam -damage ? " 
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256 SYMPTOMS OF OSSIHCATION. 

Now many a. peison had been foirlf puzzled 
By such assailants, and completely muzzled ; 
felter, however, was not dashed with ease — 
But proved he practised after their own system. 
And with sioall ceremony sooD dismissed 'em, 
Putting these words into their ean like fleas : 
" It I do ha,ve a blow, well, Where's the oddit; ? 
I merely do as other tradesmen di^ 

You, sir, — and you— aad you ! 
I'm onlf puffing off my own commodity I " 



SYMPTOMS OF OSSIFICATION. 

"An indiS'ciEiice to tears, and blood, aod humao saSa- 
ine, ibnl could only belong to a BBiuy-farte.."—Lifi t/ 

Time was, I always had a drop 
For any tale or sigh of sorrow ; 
My handkeichief I used to sop 
Till often I was [breed to borrow ; 

My eyelids seldom want a drying ; 

The doctors, pVhaps, could tell me bow— 

I fear my heart is ossifying I 

O'er Goethe I used Co weep, 

With turnip cheeks and nose of scarlet. 

When Werler put himself to slepp 

With pistols kissed and cleaned by Chaitotte ; 

No joke there is in bullets flying, 
But now at such a tale I grin— 
I (ear my heart is ossifying I 
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DOMESTIC ASIDES. 2: 

The Drama once could shake and [hriU 

Mj DCrve^ and set m3r teais a. steaiiag. 

The Siddons then could turn at will 

Each plug upon the niain of teeUng ; 

Al Belvideia now I smile, 

And laugh while Mrs. Haller's crying : 

Tis odd, so gieal a change of style — 

1 feu my heart is ossifying ! 

Iliat heart was such— some yeais ago. 

To see a beggar quite would shoclt it. 

And in his hat 1 used to throw 

The quarter's savings of my pocket : 

1 never wish— as I did Mm / — 

The means frotn my own pane supplying;, 

To turn them all (o gentlemen ; 

I fear my heart is ossifying ! 

We've had some serious things of late 

Our sympathies to beg or boirow, 

New melodrames, of tragic fate, 

And acts, and songs, and tales of sorrow ; 

Miss Zouch's case, our eyes to melt. 

And sundry actors sad good'bye-ing. 

But Lord I so little have I felt, 

I'm aure my heart is ossifying ! 



DOMESTIC ASIDES; OR, TRUTH IN 
PAREI^THESES. 
" I REALLY take it very kind. 
This visit, Mrs. Skinnerl 
I have not seen yew cuch an age — 
fThe wretch has come to dinner l ) 
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DOMESTIC ASIDES. 

" Your daughleiB, too, what loves of girls — 

V/bai heads for painters' easels I 

Come here and kiss tbe infant, dears — 

(Aod give it perhaps the measles ! ) 

" Your eharming boys 1 see are home 

From Reverend Mr. Russell's ; 

Twas veiy kind to bring them bolh— 

(What boots for my new Brussels ! ) 

" What ! little Clara left at home ? 

Well now I call thai shabby : 

I should have loved to kiss her so — 

(A flabby, dabby, babby ! ) 

"And Mr. S. , I hope he's weU, 

Ah I though he lives so handy. 

He never now drops in to sup^ 

(The better for our brandy ! ) 

"Come, Cake a seat — 1 long to hear 

About Matilda's marriage ; 

You're come of course to spend the day ! 

(Thank Heaven, I hear the carriage i ) 

" What I must you go ? nejd lime I hope 

Youll give me longer measure ; 

Nay— I shall see you down the staiis— 

(With most uncommon pleasure I ) 

"Good-bye! good-hye ! remember all, 

Next time you'll take youc dinners ! 

(Now, Oavid, mind I'm not at home 

In future to the Skinners ! " ) 
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FRENCH AND ENGUSH. 

FRENCH AND ENGLISH. 



Neves go to France, 

Unless you know the lingo i 

If jou do, like me. 

You will repent, by Jingo. 

Staring like a fool, 
And alent as a mummy, 
Tbere I stood alone, 
A nation with a dummy 1 

Chaises stand for chairs. 
They christen letters BiUiis, 
They call their mothers mares. 
And all their daughters^/ffei ; 
Strange it was to hear, 
ril leil you what's a good 'un. 
They call thar leather queer. 
And half their shoes are wooden 

Signs 1 had to make 
For every little notion, 
Umbs all going like 
A telegraph in motion ; 
For wine I leeled about, 
To show my meaning fully. 
And made a pair of horns, 
To ask for "beef and bully," 



I. Coo^^lc 



FRENCH AND EKGUSE. 



Moo I I cried for milk ; 
I got my sweet things snugger. 
When I kbsed Jeamette, 
^was undecslood for sugar. 
If I wanted bread, 
My jaws I set a-going, 
Aud asked for new-laid eggs 
By dapping hands and crowing [ 

If I wished a ride. 

Ill tell you how I got it ; 

On my slick astride 

I made believe to trot it ; 

Then their cash was strange, ' 

It bored me every minate, 

N«w here's a heg to change, 

How many sews are in it I 

Never go to France, 
Unless you know the lingo ; 
If you do, like me. 
You will repent, by jingo. 
Staring like a fool. 
And silent as a mammy. 
There I stood alone, 
A nation with a diuomy 1 
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A SERIODS BALLAD. 
e the two Kings of Bnaiford smclIiiiE ax eo( 

In Brentfoid town, of old renown, 

There lived a Mister Bray. 
Who fell in love with Lucy Bell. 

And so did Mr. Clay. 
To see her ride from Hammersmilb, 

By all it was allowed. 
Such fair outsides are seldom seen, 
. Such Angels on a Qoud. 
Said Mr. Bray to Mr. Clay, 

Vou choose lo rival me. 
And court Miss Bell, but there your ct 



Unless you now give up your suit. 
You may repent your love ; 

I who have shot a pigeon match. 
Can shoot a turtle dove. 

So pray before you woo her more. 



Said Mr. Claji to Mr. Bray, 
Your threats I quite e*[rfode ; 

One who has been a volmile«r 
Knows how to prime and load. 
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And so I saf lo jou unless 

Yoor pax^n quiet keeps, 
I who have shot and hit bulls' eyes. 

May chance to hit a sheep's. 
Now gold is oft for ^Iver changed. 

And that for copper red ; 
But these two went away to give 

Flach other change for lead. 
Bui first they sought a frieiid apiece, 

This pleasant thought to give — 
When they were dead, ihey thus should have 

Two segonds still to live. 
To measuie out the ground not long 

The seconds (hen forebore, 
And having taken one rash step. 

They took a dozen more. 
They next prepared each pistol-pan 

Against the deadly strife. 
By putting in (he prime of death 

Against the prime of life. 
Now all was ready for the foes, 

But when they took Ihrir stands, 
Fear made them tremble so they found 

They both were shaking hands. 
Said Mr. C to Mr. &., 

Here one of us may fall, 
And like St. Paul's Caibedial now 

Be doomed to have a baD. 
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. TO A BAD RIDER. 

If t witbdmw the charge, will then 

Your ramrod do the same? 
Said Mr. B., I do agtee— 

But think of Honour's Courts ! 
If we go off without a Shot, 

There will be strange reports. 
But look, the luoming uow is bright, 

Though cloudy it begun ; 
Why can't we aim above, as if 

We bad called out the sun ? 
So up into the harmless air 
~ Their bullets they did send ; 
And may all other duels have 

That upshot iu the end I 



TO A BAD RIDER. 

Wkv. Mr. Rider, why. 

Your nag so ill indorse, man P 
To make o[>serveis cry. 

You're mounted, but no botsemnn ? 

With elbows out so far, 

This thought you can't debar roe — 
Though no Dragoon — Hussar — 
Yoo'r surely of the army I 



I hope to turn M. P. 

You have not any notion. 
So awkward you would be 

At " seconding a motion ! ' 
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Mt SON AMD BEtR. 

MY SON AND HEIR. 

Mt mother bids me bind my bar, 
But not Che trade where I should bind ; 
To place a boy — the how and wbeie — 
It is the plague of parent-ldod I 

She do«s DOt hint the slightest plan, 
Nor what indentures to indcase ; 
Whether to bind him to a nnn. 
Or, like Maieppa, to a boise. 

What line to choose of likeljr lise. 
To something in the slocks at last, — 
" Fast bind, fast find," the proverb cries 
I find I cannot bind so fast I 



Ji James can never be ; 
A Tailor 7— there I only learn 
His chief concern Is doth, and he 
Is always cutting bis concern. 

A Seedsman? — I'd not have him so i 
A Grocer's plum might disappoint ; 
A Butcher?— no. not that— although 
I hear " the times are out of joint I " 

Too many of all trades (here be, 
Like Pedlars, each has such a pack ; 
A merchant selling coals? — we see 
The buyer send lo cellar back. 



¥ SO>4 AND HEIR. 



A Hardware dealer?— that mighl please. 
But if his trade's foundatioD leans 
On spikes and nails, he won't have ease 
When he retires upon his mean& 



re he has not nei 
A Sailor seldom lays up pelf : 
A Bakei ? — oo, a baker serves 
iT before himseE 



Dresser o( hair ?— that's not the sort ; 
A Joiner jars with bis desire — 
ACbuichman? — James is vety short, 
And cannot to a church aspire. 

A Lawyer? — that's a hardish term I 
A PubUsher might give him ease, 
If he could iulo Longman's firm. 
Just plunge at once " in medias Rees.* 

A shop for pot, and pan, and cup. 
Such brittle Stock 1 can't advise ; 
A tmildec ninning houses op. 
Their gains are stories— maybe lies I 

A Coppeismilh I can't endure — 
Nor petty Usher A, B, C-ing ; 
A Publican?— no father sure 
Would be the author of his being 1 



MY SON AMD HEIR. 



A PapcT'inaker ? — come he must 
To inga before he sells a sheet ; 
A Miller ;—&U his toil ia just 
To make a meal be does nU eat. 

A Cmrier?— that bj favour goes— 
A Chandler f^ves me great misgiving— 
An Undertaker?— one of (hose 
That do not hope to get their living I 

Three Goldea Uolls?—! like them not ; 
An Auctioneer I never did — 
The victim of a slavish lot. 
Obliged to do as he is bid I 

A Broker watching fall and rise 
Of stock P— I'd rather deal in stone : 
A Printer? — there his lolls comprise 
Another's work beside his own, 

A Cooper ?— adlber I nor Jim 
Have any tasle or turn tor that— 
A Fish retailer?— but with him 
One part of trade is always Bat. 

A Painter?— long he would not live, 
An Artist's a precarious craft — 
In trade, Apothecaries give. 
But very seldom take a dtaughL 
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COCKLE V. CACKLE. 



A Glaiier ? — what if be should smash ! 
A Crispin he shall not be made — 
A Giaiier may be losing rash, 
Allbougb be drives "a roaring trade." 



Well, sometbing tnusC be doita I lo look 

On all my Utile works around — 
James is too tug a boy, like book, 
To leave upon ihe shelf unbound. 

But what to do? — mj temples ache 
From evening's dew to morning's pearl, 
What course to take my boy lo make— 
Oh, could I make my boy— a girl 1 



COCKLE V. CACKLE. 

Those who much read advertisements and bills, 
Must have seen puffs of Cockle's Pills, 

Called Ami-bilious— 
Which some Pbjskians sneer at, supercilious, 
But wliich we are assured, If timely taken, , 

May save your Uver and bacon ; 
Whether or not they really give one ease, 

I, who have never tried. 

Will not decide ; 
But no two things in union go like these — 
.Viz., Quacks and Pills — save Ducks and Peas. 
Now Mrs, W. was getting sallow, 
Her lilies not of the white kind, but yellow. 
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348 COCKLE V. CACKLE. 

And friends portended was preparing for 

A hiUTOUi Pflli PSrigqrd ; 
She was indeed so veiy tar from well. 
Her Son, in Rlial fear, procured a box 
Of (h6se said pellets lo re^C Bile's shocks— 
And— (ho' upon the ear it strangely knocks — 
To save her by a Cockle from a shell I 
But Mra. W., Just like Macbeth, 
Who very vehemently bids us " throw 
Bark to the Bow-wows, " hated physic so, 
It seemed lo share " (he bitterness of death ; " 
Rhubarb — Magnesia — Jalap, and the kind — 
Senna. — Steel — Assafoetida, and Squills— 
Powder or Draoghl — but least her throat inclined 
To give a course to Boluses or Pills ; 
No — not (0 save her life in lung or kibe, 
For all her lights' or all her liver's sake. 
Would her convulsive thorax undertake, 
Only one little uncelestiat globe 1 
'TIS not (o wonder at. In such a csee. 
If she put by the pilt-box in a place 
For linen rather than for drugs intended — 
Ye( for the credit of (he pills let's say 

After they thus were stowed away, 

Some of the linen mended ; 
But Mt^. W., by disease's dim, 
Kept getting still more yellow in her tint. 
When lo ! her second son, like elder brother. 
Marking the hue on the parental gills. 
Brought a new chat^ of Anli-lurmeric Kill, 
To bleach (he Jaundiced visage of his Mother — 
Who look theto— in bei cuplroard- like (he other. 
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COCKLE V. CACKLE. 349 

" Deeper and deeper still,' of coune, 

Tbe falal colour dsilj' grew in force ; 
ml daughler W., newly come tiom Rome, 
AcliDg tbe self'Same filial, pilliaJ, part. 
To cure Mamma, aoother dose brought home 
Of Cockles ;— not the Cockles of twr heart I 

These going where the olhers went before. 

Of couise she had a veiy pretty store ; 
And then — some hue of health hei cheek adorning. 

The Medicine so good must be, 

They brought her dose on dose, which she 
Gave to the upstairs cupboard, " night and morning." 
Till wanting room at last for other stocks. 
Out <if the window one fine day she pitched 
The pillage of each box, and qiule eniiched 
The feed of Mister Burrell's bens and cocks, — 

A little Barber of a bj^oue day, 
Over the way. 
Whose stock'ia-trade, lo keep the least of shops, 
Was one great bead of Kemble— that is, John, 
Staring in plaster, with a Bmhu on. 
And twenty little "^"t^'" fowls — with cr^, 

Uttle Dame W. thought when through the sash 

She gave the physic wings. 

To find the very things 
So good for bile, so bad for chicken rash. 
For thoughtless cock and uoieflecting pullet I 
But while they gathered up the oaaseoas nubbles. 
Each pecked itself into a peck of troubles, 
And brought the hand of Death upon its gullet 
They night as well have addled beei, or ratted. 
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250 COCKLE V. CACKLE. 

For long before Ihe night — ab 1 woe betide 
The Pills ! each suicidal Banlam died 
Unfattedl 

Think of poor Buirell's shock, 
0[ Nature's debl to see his hens all payers, 
And laid in death as Everlasting Layeis 
With Bantam's small ex-Emperor, the Cock, 
In niiOed plumage and fiuereal hackle, 
Giving, undone by Cockle, a last Cackle ! 
To see as stiff as stone his unlive stock, 
II really was enough to move his block. 
Down on the floor be clashed, with horror big, 
Mr. Bell's (biid wife's mother's coachman's wig : 
And with a tragic stare like his own Kemble, 
Burst oat with natural emphasis enough, 

And voice that grief made tremble, 
Into that very speech of sad Macduif— 
"What! all my prettj diickens and their dam. 

At one fail swoop t 

Just when I'd bought a coop 
To see. the poor lamented creatures cram 1 " 

After a little of this mood. 

And brooding over the departed brood. 
With razorhe began loope each craw, 
Already turning black, as black as coals ; 
When to I the undigested cause be saw — 

" Ksoned by goles ! " 

To Mrs. W."s hick a contradiction. 
Her window still stood open to conviction ; 
And by short course of drcomstantial labour, 
H« fixed the guilt upon bis adverse oNghbour ; 
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COCKLE V. Ciu:KLE. SJl 

Lord I bow be railed at her : declaring now, 
He'd bring an action ere next Term of Hilary, 
Then, Id nnolhet moment, swore a tow, 
He'd make her do fnU-penaace in a pillory 1 
She, meanwhile, distant from the dimmest dream 
Of combating with guilt, yard-ann or ann-yard, 
Lapped in a paradise of tea and cream ; 
When op ran Befty with a dismal scream — 
" Here's Mr. Burrell, ma'am, with all hU farmyanll " 
Sctaighl in he came, unbowing and unbending. 
With all the warmth that iron and a barber 

To dress the head and Iront of her ofiending, 
The Aiming fAial of his wrath uncorking ; 
In short, he made her pay him altogether, 
In hard cash, veiy *on^, for every feather. 
Charging, of course, each Bantam aa a DorUng ; 
Nothmg could move him, nothing make bim supple, 
So the sad dame, unpocketltig her loss, 
Had nothing left but to sit hands across. 
And see her poultry " going down ten couple." 

Now birds by poison slain. 

As veiiomed darl from Indian's hollow cane, 

Are edible ; and Mrs. W.'s thrill,— 

She had a thrifty vein,— 
Destined one pair for supper to make shift, — 
Supper as usual at the hour of ten : 
But ten o'clock arrived and quickly passed. 
Eleven— twelve — and one o'clock at last, 
Without a sign of supper even then I 
At length, the speed of cookery to quicken, 
Betty was called, and with reluctant feel, 
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353 STAUZAS TO TOM WOODGATE. 

Came up at a wbite beat — 
"Well, never I see chicken like (bem chicben I 
My saacepans they have been a. prelljr while in 'em t 
Enough to stew (hem, if it comes to Ihat, 
To flesh and bones, and perfect rags ; but drat 
Those Anti-biling Pills I there is no bile in 'em I " 



Tom I— are you still wiihia ibis land 
Of livers— still on Hastings' sand, 

Or roaming on the waves, — 
Or has Bome liillovr o'er you rolled, 
Jealous thai earth should lap so liold 

A seaman in her graves? 

On land the rushlight lives of men 
Go oat but slowly ; nine in ten, 

By tedious long decline, — 
Not so the jolly sailor sinks. 
Who founders in the wave, and drinks 

The apoplectic brine 1 

Ay, while I write, mayhap your head 
Is sleepdug on an oysler-bed, — 

I hope 'tis far from truth I 
With periwinkle eyes ; — your bone 
Beset with mussels, not your own. 

And corals at your tooth 1 
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STANZAS TO TOH WOODGATE. 



Still does the " Chance " pursue ihe chaace 
The main affords — Ihe ' ' Aidant " dance 

In safety on the tide? 
Still flies that sign of my goodwill 
A lilUe iunling thing— but still 
To thee a flag of pride ? 

Does that bard, honest band now clasp 
The tiller in its careful grasp — 

With ererjt summer breeze 
When ladies sail, in lady-fear— 
Or, tug the oai, a gondolier 

Od smooth MacadaiD seas? 

Or are yon where the flounders keep. 
Some dozen briny fitthoms deep. 

Where sands and shells abound — 
With some old Trilon on yonr ehesi 
And twelve grave mennen for a 'quest. 

To find that you are— drowned ? 

Swift is (be wave, and apt to bring 
A sudden gloom — perchance 1 sing 

A mere fiinereal strain ; 
You have enduied the uller strife— 
And are— the same in death or Ufe, 

A good maD in the main 1 
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That still the old brown shoes 
Are sucking brine up — pumps indeed 1 
Your tooth slill full of ocean weed, 

Or Indian— which you choose, 

I UJce you, Tom I and in these lays 
Give honest worth its honest praJse, 

No puff at honour's cost ; 
For (hough you met these words of mine, 
All letier-Ie^ing was a line 

You somehow never crossed I 

Mayhap, we ne'er shall meet again. 
Except on that Padfic main. 

Beyond this planet's brink ; 
Yet as we erst have braved the weather, 
Still we may float awhile together, 

As comrades on this ink I 

Many a scudding gale we're had 
Together, and, my gallant lad, 

Some perib we have passed ; 
When huge and black the wave caieered 
Aikd oft ibe giant sarge appealed 

The master of our mast : 
Xli. 
TVas thy example taught me how 
To climb the UHow's hoary brow, 

Or cleave the raging henp — 
To bound along the ocean wild, 
With danger only as a child 

The waters rocked to sleep. 



STAVIAS TO TOM WOODGATE. 2^% 

Oh, who can tell that bmve delight, 
To see the hissing wave in might. 

Come rampant like a snake I 
To leap bis honid crest, and feast 
Ooe's eyes upon the briny beast. 

Left coucbant in the wake I 

The simple ibepberd's love Is still 
To bask upon a sunny bill, 

Tb« berdsoiaD roams tbe vale — 
With both that fancies 1 agree ; 
Be miae the swelling, scooping sea. 

That is both hill and dale I 

I yearn for that brisk spray— I yearn 
To feel (he wave from stem to stem 

Uplift tbe plunging IceeL 
That merry step we used to dance, 
Onboard the "Aidant "orthe "Cbance," 

The ocean " loe and heel." 

I long to ted the steady gale. 
That fiUs the broad distended si^l— 

Tbe seas on either hand I , 

My thongfat, like any hollow shell, 
Keeps mocking at my ear the swell 

Of waves against the land. 

It is no fable^that old strain 
Of sirens !— so the witching main 
Is singing— and I sigh I 
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STANZAS TO TOM WOODGATE. 

My heart is all at once inclined 
To seaward — and I seem to find 
The wateis in my eye 1 



Melhinks T see the shining beach ; 
The meny waves, each alter each. 

Rebounding o'er Ihe flinis ; 
I spy tbe grim prefencive spy ! 
The jolly Iraatmeii slandlng nigh I 

The maids ia mormng chlnie ! 

And tliere ihey float— the sailing cnifi 1 
The sail is up— (he wind abaft— 

The ballast trim and neat, 
Alas 1 'tis all a dream — a lie I 
A printer's imp is standing bj. 

To haul my mizzen sheet! 

XX. 

My tillei dwindles to a pen— 
My craft is that of booldsh men— 

Mr sale — let Ixiogman tell 1 
Adieu the wave I tbe wind I the spiay I 
Men — maidens — chintzes — fade away I 

Tom Woodgole, fare thee well I 
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THE SUPPER SUPERSTmON. '. 

THE SUPPER SUPERSTITIOK. 



•• Oh Oah, Besh, faoir an thou fi^hllied I "— Sfukspeii 

TwAS twelve o'clock by Chelsea chimes, 

Wben all in hungry trim. 
Good Mister Jupp sat down to sup 

With wife, and Kale, and Jim. 

Said he, " Upon this dainly cod 

How bravely I shall sup "— 
When, whiter than the tablecloth, 

A tiHOST came rising up ', 



"You hope some day with (bmi 
To greet your absent jack. 

But oh, 1 am came here la say 
I'm never coming back ! 

" From Alexandiia we set sail. 
With com, and oil, and figs. 

But steering 'too much Sow,' w 
Upon the Sow and Pigs I 
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THE SUPPER SUPEBSirnON. 



"The ship we pumped lill we could se« 

Old England rrom (he tops ; 
When down she went wilh all our hands, 

Right in the Channel's Chops, 

"Just give a look in Norey's chart, 

The very place it tells ; 
I think it says twelve Tarhoms deep, 

Clay bottom, mixed with shells. 

"Well, there we are till 'hands aloft,' 

We have at last a. call ; 
The pug I had for brother Jim. 

Kate's parrot too, and all. 

" But oh, my spirit cannot rest 

In Davy Jones's sod. 
Till I've appeared to you and said- 

IDon't sup on that 'ere cod I 

X. 

" Vou live on land, and little think 

What passes in (he sea ; 
Last Sunday week, at a P.M.. 

That cod was picking me '. 

"Those oysters, too, (hat look so plump, 

And seem so nicely done. 
They put my corpse in many shells, 

Instead of only one. 
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THE SUPPEH 



"Oh, do nol eal those oysleis then, 
And do not (ouch ihe shrimps ; 

When I was in my briny grave, 
They sucked my Hood like imps t 

" Don't eat what brutes would never eat. 

The brutes I used to pat. 
They'll know the smell they used to smell. 

The sprit fled— they wept his fate, 

ADd cried. Alack, alack I 
A< last up started brother Jim, 

"Let's try if Jack was Jack!" 

They called the dc«, they called the cat. 

And little kitten too, 
And down they put the cod and sauce. 

To see what brutes would da 

OM Tray licked all the oysters np, 

Puss oever stood at crimps, 
But munched the cod— and little kit 

Quite feasted on the shrimps I 

The thing was odd, and minus cod 
And sauce, they stood like posts ; 

Oh, prudeot folks, far fear of hoax. 
Put no belief in Ghosts! 
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FAITHLESS NELLY GRAY. 
FAITHLESS NELLY GRAY. 



Ben Battle was a soldier bold, 

And used to war's alarms ; 
But a cannon ball look off bis kgs. 

So he laid dowo his arms ! 
Now as Ihcy bore him off the field. 

Said he, " Let others shoot, 
For here I leave my second leg, 

And the Fon^-second Foot ! " 
The armT-suT^eons made him hmbs : 

Said he,— "They're iHily pegs; 
But there's as wooden members qiiile 

As represent my legs ! " 
Now Ben be loved a preCIy maid. 

Her name was Nelly Gray ; 
So he went to pay her his devours 

When he'd devoured bis pay ! 
But when he called on Nelly Gray, 

She made him quite a scoff; 
And when she saw his wooden legs, 

Began to take them oft ! 
•■ O Nelly Gray I O Nelly Gray ! 

Is this your love so warm ? 
The love that loves a scarlet coal. 

She s^d, " I loved a soldier anix. 

For he was blithe and brave ; 
But I will never have a man 
. With both legs ni the grave f 
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FAITHLESS KELLY GRAY. 261 

Before you bad those timber toes. 

Your love 1 did allow, 
Bui then, you know, you stand upon 

Anolher footing now ! " 
" O NeUy Gray I O NeUy Gray ! 

Foi all your jeering speeches, 
At duty's call I lefl my legs 

Id Badajo$'s breachts I" 
"Why then,"said she, "you've lost the feet 

Of l^s in war's alarms. 
And now you cannot wear your shoes 

Upon your feats of arms I " 
"Oh, false and tickle Nelly Gray, 

I know why you refuse : — 
Though I've no feet — some other man 

Is standing in my shoes ! 
" I wish I ne'er had seen your face ; 

For you will be my death ;— alas ! 

You wiU not be my NcU! " 
Now when he went from Nelly Gray, 

His heart so heavy got — 
And life was such a burthen grown. 

It made him take a knot I 
So rotmd his melancholy neck 

A rope he did entwine. 
And, for his second time in life, 
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SHOOTING PAINS. 

And, as his legs were off. — of c 

He soon was off his legs I 
And Ihere tie hung till he was i 

Asar.yDailin.osm.- 
For though distress had cut hin 

It could not cut him down ! 
A dozen men sat on his corpse. 

To iind out why he died — 
And they huried Ben in four cr 

With a staJh! in his inside I 



SHOOTING PAINS. 
*■ The ch&Tge is prepat'd." — Mivheath. 
If I shoot any more I'll be shot, 
For ill-luck seems deletmined to star me, 

I have march 'd the whole day 

With a gun, — for no pay — 
Zounds, I'd better have been In (he army ! 
What mallets Sir Christopher's leave ; 
I'o his manor I'm sony I came yet 1 

With confidence fraught 

My two pointers I brought, 
But we are not a point towards game yet ! 
And that gamekeeper too, uith advice ! 
Of my course he has been a nice chalker, 

Not far, were his words, 

I could go without birds : 
If my legs could cry out, they'd cty " Walker < ' 
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Not Hawker could find out a B«w,— 

Mj appamimenU are modem and Mantony ; 

And I've brought my own man , 

To mark down all he can, 
'But I can't find a mark for my Anthony I 
The partridges,— where can they lie ? 
I have pcomis'd a leash lo Miss Jervas, 

As the least I cculd do ; 

But without eren two 
To brace me,— I'm getting quite nervous ! 
To the pheasants — how well they're preserv'd ! — 
My sport's not a ]ot moie beholden, 

As the biids are so shy. 

For my friends 1 must buy. 
And so send "silier prfieaianti and golden." 
I have tried ev'iy form for a hare, 
Eveiy patch, every fune that could shroud her. 

With toil unrelax'd. 

But I cannot be tax'd for bare-powder. 
I've been loaniiag for hours In three flats, 
In the hope or a snipe Tor a snap at ; 

But stiU vainly I court 

The percussioning sport, 
I find nothing for ' ' setting my cap at ! " 
A woodcock, — this month is the time, — 
Right and left I've made ready my lock for. 

With well-loaded douUe. 

But 'spite of my trouble, 
Ndther barrel can I find a cock for ! 
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A tablet I shonld nol despise, 
But ihejr lurk in their buirovs so lonlf ; 
This daf's the elereulh, 
II is not the seventh. 
But [hey seem to be keeping it bole— y. 
For a mallard I've waded the maish. 
And hauDted each pool, and each lake — oh I 
Mine is not the luck. 
To obtain thee, O Duck, 
Or to doom thee, O Drake, like a Draco I 
For a Geld-&re I've fared (ai a-field. 
Large or small I am never to sack bird, 
Nol a thrush is so kind 
As to fly, and I find 
I may whistle myself for a black-bird ! 
I am angry, I am hungry, I'm dry, 
Disappointed, and sullen, and goaded. 

And so weary an elf, 

I am sick of myself. 
And with Number One seem overloaded. 
As nell one might beat round St. Paul's, 
And look out for a cock or a hen there ; 

1 have search'd round and round. 

All the Baronet's ground. 
Bat Sir Christopher tiasn't a wren there t 
Joyce may talk of his excellent caps. 
But for nightcaps they set me desiring. 

And it's really too bad. 

Not a shot 1 have had 
'With Hall's Powder reoown'd for " quick firing. " 
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THE BOY AT THE NORE. 

If this is wbat pei>ple call sport, 

Ob t of spoitins I can't have a high setise ; 
And there slill remains one 
More miscliance on my gun — 

' ' Fined for slwotiog without any licence. " 



THE BOY AT THE NORE. 
** Alone 1 did it I — Boy I " — Coriotanus. 
I SAT, little boy at the Nore, 

Do you come from the small Isle of Man ? 
Why, your hbtory a mystery mtist be. 
Come, tell us as much as you can, 

Little Boy at the Nore ! 
You live, i( seems, wholly on water, 

Which your Gombier calls living in clover ; — 
But how comes it, if that is the case, 
You're eternally half-seas over,— 

Utile Boy at the Nore? 
While you ride — while you dance — while you float — 

Never mind your imperfect orthography ; — 
Bui give us as well as you can. 
Your watery auto-biography, 

Uttle Boy at the Nore ! 
Little Bov at the Nore (Icquiiur). 
I'm the tight little boy al (he Nore, 

Id a sort of sea-negus I dwells ; 
Half-and-half "twixt salt water and port, 
I'm reckon'd the first (d the swells — 

I'm the Boy al the Nore 1 
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366 THE BOY AT THE NORE. 

I lives with my toes to the flounders, 

And watches through long days and nights ; 
Yet, cruelly eager, men look — 
To catch the first glimpse or my lights — 

I'm the Boy at the Nore ! 
I never gets cold in the bead. 

To me life on salt water is sweet, — 
I think I owes much of my health 
To being well used to wet feet — 

As the Boy at the NorCi 
There's one thing, I'm never in debt. 

Nay I I liquidates more than I oughter ; " 

So the man to beat Cits as goes by, 
In kee[ung the head nbove water. 

Is the Boy at the Nore. 
I've seen a good deal of distress. 

Lots of Breakers in Ocean's Gaielte ; 
They should do as I do — rise o'er all ; 
Ay, a. good floating capital get. 

Like the Boy at the Nore. 
I'm a'ter the sailor's own heart. 

And cheeis him, in deep water rolling ; 
And the friend of all friends to Jack Junk, 
Ben Backstay, Tom Pipes, and Tom Bowling, 
Is the Boy at the More I 
Could I e'er but grow up. I'd be oft 

For a week to make love with my wheedles ; 
If the tight httle Boy at the Nore 
Could but catch a nice girl at the Needles, 

We'd have two at the Nore I 
' A word caught from soma American Irader in pasting. 
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THE FALL. 267 

Ttwj Ihinks little of sites on water. 
On big waves the liny one skulks, — 

Wbile the river haj Men of War on il— 
Yes — the Thames is oppress'd with Great Hulks, 
And the Boy's at Ihe Nore ! 
But I've done— for (he water is heaving 

Round my body, as (hough il would sink it ; 
And I've been so long pitching and tossing, 
That sea-sick — you'd hardly now think it — 
I5 the Boy at Ibe Nore ! 



THE FALL. 



WliO does not know that dreadful gulf, where 

Niagara falls, 
Where eagle unto eagle screams, to vul(ure vulture 

calls; 
W^iere down beneath, Despair and Death in liquid 

darkness grope^ 
And upward on the foam there shines a rainbow 

without Hope ; 
While hung with ckmds of Fear and Doubt, (he 

Suddenly gives an awful plunge, like life into (he 

And many a hapless mortal there bath dived (0 vale 

One— only one— ha(h ever lived (o rise from that 
at?u! 
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Oh, Heav'n ! it turns me now to ice with chiU of fear 

To think of my frail bark adrift on that tumultuous 

In vaJQ with desperate sinews, strung by love o( life 

and light, 
T urged that coffin, my canoe, against the current's 

On — on — still on^ — direct for doom, the river rush'd 

And fearfully the stream of Time raced with it in its 

My eyes I closed— I dared not look the way towards 

the goal ; 
But still I viewed the horrid close, and dreamt it in 

my soul. 
Plainly, as through iransparent lids, I saw the fleeting 

And lofty trees, like wingM things, flit by foe ever- 

Plainly — but with no prophet sense— I heard the 

The tonent's voice — and felt the mist, lihe death 

sweat gathering round. 
Oh agony I oh life ! My home ! and those that made 

it sweet : 
Ere I could pray, the torrent lay beneath my very 

feet. 
With frightful whirl, more swift than thought, I 

passed the diny edge, 
Bound after bound, with hideous bruise, I dashed 

from ledge to ledge, 
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there's so romance in that. 169 

From crae 10 crag.^in speechless pain,— from mid- 
night deep to deep ; 
J did Doi die, — but anguish £timn'd my senses inio 

How long enlninced, or whillier dived, no clue I 

have to find : 
A last tlie gradual light of life came dawning o'er my 

And through tnjr brain there Ihrill'd a cry, — a cry as 

shrill as birds. 
or vulture or of eagle liind. but this was set to words : 
" It's Edgar Huntley in his cap and nightgown. I 

He's been a-waildng ia his sleep, and |ritch'd all down 
(he stairs I" 



THERE'S KO ROMANCE IN THAT/ 

"So while I fondlr iiiugiiKd vs mre decdviiiK my 
reUlioai, uul flittcRd mytelT ihu I ihould outwit and 
in«i>u: them >11 ; bebold, my hopei an to be cruihed 
■I once, by my AunE't consent and apptobatloo, and ] 
am myfcir (he only dupe. BLt here, air, here il the 

Oh days of old, oh days of knights. 

Of loumeys and of tills, 
When love was baulk'd and valour slalk'd 

On high heniio stilts — 
Where are ye gone?— adventures cease, 

The world gels lame and flat. , 
We've nothing now but New Police— 

There's no romance in thai. 
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THERE'S NO ROMANCE IN THAT. 

I wish I pe'er had leamcd to read. 

Or Rfldclyffe how lo write ; 
That Scott had been a boor, on Tweed. 

And Lewis doister'd quite i 
Would I had never drunk so deep, 

Ordear MLss Porter's vat ; 
I only turn to life and v/eep — 

No bandiU lurk— no lurban'd Turk, 

To Tunis bears me off— 
I hear no noises in the eight, 

Except my mother's cough. 
No Bleeding Spectre haunts the house. 

No shape— but owl or bat 
Come fiining after moth or mouse- 

There's no romance in that ! 

I have not any grief profound, 

My story would not fetch a pound 

For A. F. Newman's press ; 
Instead of looking thin and pale, 

I'm growing red and fat, 
As if I lived on beef and ale — 

There's no romanee in that I 
It's very hard, by land or sea 

Some strange event I court, 
Bui nothing ever conies to me 

Thai's worth a pen's report ; 

II really made my temper chafe, 
Each coast that I was at, 

I TOw'd, and rail'd, and came home safe- 
There's no romance in that ! 
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The only time I had ft chance 

At Brighton one hne day. 
My cbealnul mare began lo prancft 

Took fright and ran away ; 
Alaal no Captain or the Tenth 
To Btop my Bleed came pat ; 
A bulcber caught the rein at length— 

There's no romance in ibat ! 
Love— men love— goes smoothly on 

A railwray sort of (rack- 
No flinty lire, no jealous Don I 

No hearts upon the rack ; 
No Polidore, no Theodore, 

His ugly name is Mat, 
Plain Mallhew Pratt, and nothing more— 

There's no romance in (hat 1 

He is not dark, he is not taJt, 

His forehead's rather low, 

He is not pensive— not at alt. 

But smiles his teeth to show ; 
He comes from Wales, and yet in siie 

Is really but a sprat ; 
With sandy liair and greyish eyes— 

There's no romaoce in that I 
He wears no plumes or Spanish cloaks. 

Or long sword hanging down ; 
He dresses much like other folks. 

And commonly in brown ; 
His collar he will not discard, 

Or gire up his cravat. 
Lord Byron-like— he's not a bard — 
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He's nithEr bald, his sight is wrak. 

He's deaf in eilber dmni ; 
Without a lisp he cannot speak. 

But [ben— he's wcnth a. plum. 
He iHlks of stocks and three pet cents 

By wajr of private chat. 
Of Spanish bonds, and shares, and rents — 

There's no romance in that ! 
I sing — DO matter what I sing, 

EH Tanli— or Cradel, 
Tom Bowling, or God save (he King, 

Di piacer^AU's well. 
He knows no more aboni a loice 

For singing than a gnal — 
And, as lo mu^c, ' ' has no choice," — 

There's no romance in (hat I 
or ligh( guitar I cannot boast. 

He never serenades ; 
He writes, and sends it by the post, 

He doesn't biibe Ihe maids: 
No steallh, no hempen ladder— no ! 

He comes with loud ra(-(a(. 
That startles half oT Bedford Row— 

There's no romance in (hai ! 
He comes at oioe in time to choose 

His coflee^ust two cups. 
And talks with Pa about the news. 

Repeats debates, and sups. 
John helps him with his na( aright. 

And Jenkins bands his bal : 
M)F lover bows and says good-night — 

There's no romance in that 1 
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I've loDg had Pa's and Ma's consent. 

My aunt she quite approres. 
My brother wishes joy from Kent, 

None try to thwart our loves j 
On Tuesday Reverend Mr. Mace 

WiU make me Mrs. Pratt, 
Of Natnber Twenty, Sussex Place— 

There's no romance in that 1 



OUR VILLAGE. 

BV A VILLAGER. 

Otr village, that's to say, not Miss Miiford's rilla^e, 

but our village oT Bullock's Smithy, 
IscomeinlobyaaavcDueof irees, three oak pidlaids, 

two elders, and a wilhy ; 
And in the middle there's a greeo, of about not ex- 
ceeding an acre and a half ;] 
It^ common to all and fed off by nineteen cows, six 

ponies, three horses^ Hve asses, two fools, seven 

pigs, and a calf l 
Besides a pond in the middle, as is held by a sort of 

common law lease. 
And contains twenty ducks, »x drakes, three ganders. 

two dead dogs, four drowned kittens, and twelve 

Of coarse the green's cropt very close, and does 
famous for bowling uhen the liille village boys 
ptay at cricket ; 

Only some horse, or pig, or cow, or great jackass, is 
sure to come and stand right before the wicket. 



-nyGooi^li: 



274 OUR VILLAGE. 

TTiere's Rfty-Sve private hi 
workshops, and pigsli 
such-like sheds, 
Wilh plenty of public-houaa— two Foies, one Green 

Man, three Bunch vt Grapes, one Crown, and 
six King's Heads. 
The Green Man is reckooed the best, as the onljr one 

that for love or money can raise 
A postillion, a blue jacket, (wo degriorable lame while 

horses, and a tamshackle " neat postchaise I " 
There's one parish church for all the people, whatso- 
ever inay .be their ranks In life or (heir degrees. 
Except one very damp, small, dark, freezing cold. 

liiUe Methodist Chapel of Ease ; 
.\nd dose by the churchyard, there's a stonemason's 

yard, that when the lime is seasonable 
Will furnish with afflictions sore and marble urns and 

cherubims, veiy low and reasonable. 
There's a cage comfortable enough ; I've been in it 

wilh Old Jack Jeffery and Tom Pike ; 
For the Green Man neitt door will send you in ale, 

gin, or anything else you like. 
1 can't speak of the stocks, as nothing remains of 

Ihem bnt the upright post ; 
But the pound is kept in repairs for the salie of Cob's 

horse as is always there almost 
There's a smithy of course, where that queer sort of 

a chap In his way. Old Joe Btadley, 
Perpetually hammers and stammers, for he stutters 

and shoes horses very badly. 
There's B shop of all sorts that sells everylhing, kept 

hy the widow of Mr. Task ; 



-n, Google 



OUR VILLAGE. 375 

But when jrou ^ there it's ten to one she's oul of 

everythjDg you ask. 
You'll know her house by the swarm of boys, like 

flies, about the old sugary cask : 
There are sii empty houses and not so veil papered 

inside as out. 
For bill-stickers won't beware, but slick notices of 

sales and elediou placards all aboiu. 
That's the Doctor's with a green door, where the 

garden pots in the window is seen ; 
A weakly monthly rose that don't blow, and a dead 

geranium, and a teaplant with five black leaves, 

and one green. 
As for hollyhocks at the collage doots, and honey- 
suckles and jasmines, you may go and whistle ; 
But the Tailor's front garden grows two cabbages, a 

dock, a ha'porth of pennyroyal, two dandelions. 

There are three small orchards— Mr. Busby's the 

schoolmaster's is the chief — 
Wth two pear trees that don't bear ; one plum, and 

an apple that every year is stripped by a thief. 
There's another small day-school too, kept by the 

respectable Mrs. Gaby, 
A select establishment for ^x little boys, and One 

big, and four little girls and a baby ; 
There's a rectory with pointed gables and stiange odd 

chimneys Ihat never smokes. 
For the Rector don't live on his living like other 

Christian sort of folks * 
There's a barber's once a week well filled with rough 

black-bearded, shock-headed churls. 
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And a window witb two feminine men's heads, and 

two masculioe ladies in false Curls ; 
There's a batcher, and a carpeatei's, and a plumber. 



But he won't bake on a. Sunday ; and there's a 
sexton that's a coal mercbanl besides, and an 
undertaker; 

And a toyshop, tmt not a whole one, for a villaee 
cant compare with the London shops ; 

One window sells drums, dolls, kites, caits, bats. 
Clout's balls, and the other sdls mall and hops. 

And Mis. Brown in domestic economy not to be a 
bit behind her betteis. 

Lets her house to a milliner, a watcfamalier, a rat- 
catcher, a cobbler, lives in it hoself, and it's the 
post-oflice for letters. 

Now I've gone through all the village — ay, from end 
to end, save and except one more house. 

But I haven't come to that— and I hope I never 
shall— and that's the village Poor House 1 



THE GHOST. 



In Middle Row, some years ago, 

There lived one Mr, Brown ; 
And many folks considered bim 
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But Brown and stoui will botb wear en 

One Friday be died hard, 
And lefi a widow'd wire to mourn. 

Al twenty pence a yard. 
Now widow B, in two slioTt monllia 

Though! mourning quite a tax ; 
And wished, like Mr. Wilberfoice, 

To manumit her blacks. 
Wilh Mr. Street Ehe soon was sweet ; 

Tbe thing came thus about : 
She asked him in at homE, and then 

At church , he asked ber out ! 
Assurance sucb as this the man 

In asbes couU not stand ; 
So like a Phcenix be rose up 

Against the Hand in Hand ! 
One dreaty night tbe angry sprite 

Appeared before her view ; 
It came a little alter one. 

But she was after two ! 
"OMrs. B., OMrs. a I 

Are these youi sorrow's deeds, 
Already getting up a flame, 

To burn your widow's weeds? 
"It's qot so long since I have left 

For aye the mottal scene ; 
My memory— like Rogers's — 

Should still be t>ound in green ! 
"Yet if my (ace you still retrace. 
1 almost have a doubt — 
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THE CHOST. 

I'm tike an old Forget-me-not, 

With all the leaves toni out I 
"To think thai on that finger joint 

Another pledge should cling ; 
O Bess I upon mf very soul 

II struck like ' Knock and ring.' 
" A ton of marble on my breast 

Can't hinder my return ; 
Your conduct, ma'am, has set my blood 

A-boiling in my iim 1 
"Remember, oh! remember how 

The marriage rite did run,— 
Ever, ever we one flesh should be 

'Tis now — when I ha»e none ! 
" And you. Sir— once a bosom friend — 

Of perjured faiih convict, 
As ghostly toe (»n give no blow, 

Consider you are kick'd. 
"A hollow voice is all I have, 

But this I tell you plain. 
Marry come up !— you many ma'am. 

And III come up again." 
More he had said, but chanticleer 

The spritely shade did shock 
With sudden crow,— and off he went. 

Like fowling piece at cock ! 
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BAILEY BALLADS. 

Htyiwi— or W. V. N.-bgt Ihe oriEinal Old BaUe 
II betoDgs to a i«t itf sooiEfi compoxed dnrioK U 
counljt Icinire of whu h Icchnicall; uHed a Juiyin; 
in Wiiliii(~Ihat b, one of > rorfi Je niirvi. held 



ii wu one* ray (orlune (o ec> inU. On the jth oT 
Nomnbcr. nt (ht 6th hoar, leaving my bed and the 
limrioDS penual of Taylor on Early Rising — I walked 
from a yellow fog into > Mack one, in my unwilling 
way to the New Court, which tweet hetbi even could 
not fweeten, for the b>1e purxHUe of malcing criminals 
uncomfortable. A neighbour, a relind Bca captain 
with a wooden leg. now Hlerally a jury matt, limped 
with me from Highbury Terrace on the lume hanging 
errand— a personified Halter. Out legal drill Corporal 

butler wBi called over. tKfoie breakrul. the nDiniilated 
can fonn no idea of the ludiciousneu of Ihe excunes of 
the would-be unnjurDIS-aggruvalEd by the solenmily 

a pulpit, and the profcuional gravity of the Court. 
One weakly gentleman had been ordered by his 
phy»jcian to eat little, bnl ollen, and apprehended 
even fatal coiueqaenceB from being locked up with an 

deflired time to make himF<ir muter of his duties by 
consulting Jonathan Wild. Vidocq, Hardy Vaua. and 
Laaiillo de Tormes. But the nnmbcr of ^eaf men 

CAKs was bevond belitf. The publishers of "Cunis 
on the Eiar." and "Wrghton the Ear"— (two popular 
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afiO BAILEY BALLADS. 

surreal works, though ralher&ugc^tstive of Pugilism^ 
ought [9 haie iKnlDiiui agenU In [hu CoDii. Defec- 
tive aa one &ide myKlTi 1 waa liieraLtr Ashamed to 

dnjmSf and tacitly differed my ean to b< boned with a 
cooimoD iury. I heurd, on the right hand, a judge's 
Gh(irg4 — An anugDmeDt and evidence to nutch-^with 
great dexreiityi but failing to catch the defence from 
theicft hand, refused naturally to concur in anjrbnitter 
verdict. The learned Seijeant, I presnme, ai I was 
only half deaf, Doly half discharged me, — cootmittinE 

which 1 was onljr reJieved by his ^uccesaort Sir Thomas 
Deoman, and to justify my duJness I niade erea his 



a Series of Lnys of Larceny, combining 
nent in that mela-dramatic mixtun which 
a to the cholera-morbid seniibility of the 



LINES TO MARY. 

(At No. I, Newgate. Favonrtd by Mr. Wontner.) 
O Mary, I believed you true, 
, Aod 1 was bleal in so believing ; 
But till this hour I never knew— 

That jfou were taken np for thieving 1 
Oh ', when 1 snalch'd a tender kiss, 

Or some such trifle when I couited, 
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You said, indeed, that love was bliss, 

But never owned you were transported 1 
Bui then to gate on that fair face- 
It would have been an anfUr feding 
To dream that you had piirered lace — 

And Flint's had suffered from yout stealing ! 
Or when niy suit I first preferred, 

To bring your coldness to repentance, 
Before I hammer'd out a word, 

How could 1 dream you heard a s^tence ! 
Or when with all the warmth of youth 

I strove to prove my love no fiction. 
How could I gtiess 1 urged a truth 

On one already past conviction ! 
How could I dream that ivory part, 

Your hand— where I have look'd and lingered, 
Alfho' it stole away my heart, 

Had been held up as one light-fingered I 
In melting verse your charms I drew. 

The charms in which my muse delighted — 
Alas 1 the lay t thought was new, 

Spoke only what bad been indieted I 
Oh I when that form, a lovely one, 

Hung on the neck its arms had flown to, 
I little thought that you had run 

A chance of hanging on your own too. 
You said you pick'd nw from the world. 

My vanity it now must shock it — 
Atid down at once my pride is hurled. 

You've pick'd me — and you've i^ek'd a pocket ! 
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Oh .' when oar love had got so far. 

The banns were read by Doctor Daly, 
Who asked it there was any bar — 

Why did not some one shout " Old Bailey i " 
But when you rolled youi flesh and bones 

In that pure white that angel garb is, 
Who could have thought you, Mary Jones, 

Amorg the Joans that link with Darbies t 
And when the parson came to say, 

My goods were yours, if I had got any. 
And you should honour and obey, 

Who could have thought — "O Bay of Botany !' 
But oh I — the worst of all your slips 

I did not till this day discover- 
That down in Deptford's prison ships, 

O Mary I you've a hulking lover ! 



He has shaved off his whiskers, and blackened his 

Wears a patch and a wig of false bair,^ 
But it's him — oh, it's him, — we exchanged lover's 

When I lived up in Cavendish Square. 
He hfld beautiful eyes, and his lips were the same, 

And his voice was as soft as a flute — 
Like a Loid or a Marquis he look'd when be came 

To make love iti his master's best suit. 



;- Cooj^lc 



BAILEY BAIXADS. 28; 

If I lived for SL Ihousand long years from my birth, 

1 shall never forgel whal he told ; 
How he lov'd me tieyond the rich women of earlh, 

With their jewels of silver and gold ! 
When hekiss'd me and bade me adieu with a sigh, 

By the light of the sweetest of moons, 
Oh, how httle I dreamt I was bidding good-bye 

To my Missis's lea-pot and spoons 1 

No, in. 

" I'd be a Parody."— Bailki-. 
We met— 'twas in a mob— and I thought he had 

done me— 
I felt— I could not feel— for no watch was upon me ; 
He ran — the night was cold— and his pace vias un- 

I too longed much to pelt — but my small-boned legs 

faltered. 
J wore my biaod-new boots— and unrivalled their 

They 61 me to a hair— how I haled their tightness ! 
I call'd, but no one came, and my stride had a tether, 
Oh iAiru hast been the cause of this anguish, my 

And once again we met — and an old pal was near 

him. 
He swore, a something low — but 'twas no use to 

I seized upon his arm, he was mine and mine only. 
And alept, as he deser\'cd— to cells wretched and 
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384 THE DOUBLE KN'OCK. 

And there he wilt be tried — but 1 shall ne'er recdve 

hei, 
The watch that weot too sure for an artful decdver ; 
The world may think me gay — heart and feet ache 

together, 
Oh tAou bast been the cause of this anguish, mj 

leather i 



THE DOUBLE KNOCK. 

Rat-tat il went upon the lion's chin, 

" That hal, 1 know it 1 " cried the joyful girl ; 

"SummerE it is, 1 Itnow him by his knock. 

Comers hke him are weicome as the day ! 

Liziy I go down and open the street door, 

Busy I am to any one but iim I 

Know him you mus 



Quiddji Che maid weal (rip[Hng down the states ; 
Thickly the heaM of Rose Matilda beat ; 
"Sure he has brought me tickets for the play — 
Drury, — or Covent Garden — darling man [ — 
Kemble will play — or Kean who makes the soul 
Tremble, in Richard or the freniied Moor— 
Farren, the slay and prop of many a farce 
Barren beside— or Liston, Laughter's child — 
Kelly the natural— to witness whom 
Jelly is nothing to the public's jam — 
Cooper the sensible— and Waller Koowles 
Super in William Tell — now rightly told. 
Better— perchance from Andrews, brings a box. 
Letter of boxes for the Italian stage — 
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BLAKK VERSE IN RHYME. 28) 

Brocard ! Donzelli ! THglioni 1 Paul 1 
No card,— Ihank beavea, — engages me (o-Dlghl '. 
Fealhers, of course, no turban, and no toque — 
Weather's against it, but III go in curis. 
Deatly I dote on while— my satin dress, 
Merelyone night — it vran't be much tbe worse— 
Cupid — the new Ballet I long to see — 
Stupidt why don't she go and ope ihe door?" 
GUsten'd her eye as tlie impatient girl 
Listeo'd low-bending o'er the topmost stair. 
Vainly, alas I sbe listens and she bends, 
Plainly sbe heais this question and reply :— 
' ' Axes your pardon, sir, but what d'ye want ? " 
"Taxes," says he, "and shall not call again 1" 



BLANK VERSE IN RHYME. 



EVBN is come ; and from the dark Park, bark 
Tbe signal of the setting sun— one gun I 
And six is sounding from the chime, prime time 
To go and see the Drury-lane Dane slain, — 
Or hear Othello's jealous doubt spout out, — 
Or Macbeth raving at that shade^made bladf. 
Denying to bis frantic clutch much touch ; — 
Or else to see Ducrow with wide stride ride 
Pour horses as no other man can span ; 
Or in the small Olympic Pit, al split 
Laughing at Liston, while you qiiii his phii. 
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286 THE UNDYING ONE. 

Adod night comes, and with her wings brings things 
Such as, with his poetic tongue. Young sung ; 
The gas up-btaies with its bright white light, 
And ptualytic watchmen prowl, howl, growl. 
About the stteets, and take up Pall Mall Sal, 
Who, hastening to her nightly jobs, robs fobs. 
Now thieves to eoter for your cash, smash, crash, 
I^t drows)' Charley, in a deep sleep, creep. 
But, frightened by Policeman B 3. flee. 
And while they're going whisper low, " no go 1 " 
Now puss, while folks are in their beds, treads lead^ 
And sleepers waking, grumble, — "drat that cat] " 
Who in the gutter caterwauls, squalls, mauls 
Some feline foe. and screams in shrill ill-wilL 
Now Bulls oF Bashan, of a prize-size, rise 
In childish dieams, and with a rore gore poor 
Georgy, or Charles, or Klly, willy-nilly ;— 
But nursemaid in a nightmare rest, cbest piess'd, 
Dreameth of one of her old flames. James Games, 
And that she hears — what faith is man's — Ann's banns 
And his, from Reverend Mr. Rice, twice, thrice; 
White ribbons flourish, and a stout shout out. 
That opwards goes, shows Rose knows tbose bows 



THE UNDYING ONE. 

" He shaU nol i\i,'-~U-ult Ttfy. 
Of all the verses, grave or gay. 

That ever whiled an hour, 
1 never knew a mingled lay 
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THE UHDVIKG ONE. 



I'm verr certain that s) 

A ponratt, •mtim she penn'd 
lliat picture □< a perfect Jew, 

Whose days wiU never end ; 
I'm sure il means my uncle Tuon, 
For he is an Undying One. 
The«e twenty yeais he's been the same, 

And may be twenty more ; 
But Memory's Pleasures only claim 

His features for a score ; 
Vti in that time the change is none — 
The imt^^ of tb' Undying One; 
They say our climate's damp and cold, 

And lungs are lender things ; 
My uncle's much abroad and o!d, 

But when " King Cole " he sings, 
A Stentor's voice, enough to stun, 
Declares him an Undying One. 
Othera have died from needle-pricks, 

And very slender blows. 
From accidental slips or kicks. 

Or bleedings at the nose ; 
Or choked by grape-stone, or a bun— 
But he is the Undying One ! 
A soldier once, he once endured 

A bullet in (he breast- 
It might have killed— but only cured 

An asthma on the chest : 
He was not to be slain wilh gun. 
For he is the Undying One. 
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THE UNDVINO ONE. 

In water once too long he dived, 

And all supposed him beat, 
He seemed so cold— but he revived, 

To have another heat, 
Just when we thought his race was run. 
And came in fresh— th' Undying One ! 

To look al Meui'a once he went, 

And tumbled in the vat— 
And greater Jobs their lives liave spent 

In lesser boils than that, — 
He left Ihe beer quite underdone. 
No Ker to the Undying One ! 

He's been trom atrangulailon black. 

From tnle, of yellowish hoe. 
Scarlet from fever's hot attack. 

From Cholera Mortius blue ; 
Vet with these dyes— to use a pun- 
He still is Ihe Undying One 1 

He rolls in wealth, yet has no wife - 

His three per cents to share ; 
He never married in his life, 

Or flirted with the hit ; 
The sex he made a point to shun, 
For beauty an Undying One. 
To judge him by the present signs, 

The future by the pas), 
So quick he lives, so slow declines. 

The Last Man svon't be last. 
But buried underneath a ton 

Of mould by the Undying One I 
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JOHN DAY. 

Next Friday week, his binbday boesl, 
His nineUeth year he spends. 

And I aball have his heallh to toast 
Amongst expectant friends, 

And wish — it really sounds like fun — 

Long life (o Che Undying One 1 



■■ i day after Ifae fair. ~—Old Pn-vcri. 
John Day he was (he bluest man 

Of all the coachmati kind, 
With back too brDa4 to be conceived 

By 3xiy narrow mind. 
The very horses knew his weight. 

When he vas in the rear, 
And wished his box a Christmas box, 

To corae l)ut once a year. 
Alas I agaiasi the shafts of love. 

What annour can avail ? 
Soon Cupid setit an arrow through 

His scarlet coat of mail. 
The barmaid of the Crowo he loved. 

From whom he never ratiged, . 
For though he changed his horses there. 

His love he never changed. 
He thought her fwresC of all fares, 

So fondly love prefers ; 



-n, Google 



I JOHN DAY. 

And often, among twelve ontsidei, 

Deemed no outside like hen I 
One day, as she was sitting down 

Beside the porter-pump— 
He came, and knelt with all his &t, 

And made an offer plump. 
Said she, my lasie will never leam 

To like so huge a man, 
So I must bee yon will come here 

As little as you can. 
But still he stoutly urged his suit 

With vows, and sighs, and tears, 
Yel could not pierce her heart, allho' 

He drove the Dart (or years. 
In vaJn he wooed, in vain he sued. 

The maid was cold and prond, 
And sent him off to Covenliy, 

While on his way to Stroud. 
He fretted all the way to Stroud, 

And thence all back to town, 
The course of love was never smooth. 

So his went up and down. 
At Usl her coldness made him pine 

To merely bones and skin, 
But still he loved like one resolved 

To love through thick and thin. 
O Maty I view my wasted back. 

And see my dwindled calf ; 
Tho' I have never had a wife, 

I've lost my belter halt 
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Alas, in vain he still aisail'd, 

Her beoil wilhslood tbe dint ; 
Though he bad camed sixteen stow 

He could not move a flint 
Worn out, at last he made a <row 

To break his being's link ; 
For he was so reduced in sire. 

At nothing he could shrink. 
Now some will talk in water's praise, 
' And H'asle adealofbrealh. 
But John, tho' he drank nothing else. 

He drank himself to death I 
The cruel maid that caused his love 

Found out the fatal close, 
For looking in the butt, she saw 

The bult^nd ot his woes. 
Some say his spirit haunU tbe Crown. 



•' Out CramoHt is ndiioiy cow."— ScfftciSimi. 
On that first Saturday in May, 

Wh«D Lords and Ladies, great and grand, 
Repair 10 see what each BtA. 

Has done since last they sought tlie Strand, 
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la red, brown, yellow, green, or blue, 

Id short, what'* called Ihe private view,— 

Amongst the guests — the deuce knows how 

She got in there wilbout a row — 

There came a large and vulgar dame. 

With arms deep red, and face the same. 

Showing m temper not a Saiat, 

No one could guess for why sh« came, 

Unless perchance to "scour Ihe Paint." 

From wall to wall she forced her way. 

Elbowed Lord Durham— poked Lord Grey— 

Stamped StaEtord's toes to make him move, 

And Devonshire's Duke received a sbove ; 

The great Lord Chancellor felt her nodge. 

She made the Vice, his Honour, budge. 

And gave a pinch to Park, the judge. 

As for the ladies in this stir, 

The highest rank gave way to her. 

From number one and niunber two, 

She searched the pictures through and through. 

On benches stood, to inspect the high ones. 

And squatted down to see Ihe shy ones. 

And as she went from part to part, 

A deeper red each cheek became, 

Her very eyes lit up in flame, 

That made each looker-on exclaim, 

" Really an ardent love of ait 1 " 

Alas ! amidst her inquisition. 

Fate brought her to a sad conditioB ; 

She might have run against Lord Milton. 

And still have staled at deeds In oil, 
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EXHIBITION AT SOMERSET HOUSE. 



The keeper mule, with staring eyes. 

Like a lay-figure for surprise, 

Al last this startitneTEd out, " How uow? 

Woman— where, woman, is your ticket, 

That ought to have let you through our wicket?" 

Says woman, " Where is David's Cow ? " 

Said Mr. H with expedition, 

" There's no Cow in the EjchibilioD." 

" No Cow ! " — but here her tongue in verity. 

Set off with steam and rail celerity — 

"No Cowl there ain't no Cow, then the more's the 

shame and pity, 
Hang you, and the R.A.S, and all the Hanging 

Committee I 
No Cow — but hold yoiu tongue — foryou needn't talk 

You can't talk up the Cow, you ean'l, to where it 

ought lo he— 
I haven't seeti a picture high or low, or any how, 
Or in any of the rooms, to be compared with David's 

Cow! 
You may talk of your Landseeis, andof youi Coopers 

and your Wards, 
Why hanging is too good for them, and yet here they 

are on cords ! 
Tliey're only fit for window frames, and shutters and 

David will paint 'em any day at Red Lions or Blue 
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Wby Morland was a. fool to him, — al ft little pig or 

It's really hard it ain't hung up, — I could ciy about 

(he Cow l 
But I know well what it is, and why— they're jealous 

of David's Tame, 
But to vent it on the Cow, poor thing, is a. cruelty 

and a shame, — 
Do you think it might hang by-and-by, if you can- 
David has made a. party up, (O come and see his Cow. 
If it only hung three days a week, for an example to 

the learners, — 
Wby can't it bang up, turn about, with that picture 

of Mr. Turner's? 
Or do you think from Mr. Etty you need apprehend 



I can't think where thdr tastes have been, to not 

have such a creature. 
Although I say, that should not say, it was prettier 

than nature ! 
It muslbehung— and shall be hung— for Mr. H , 

I daren't take home the catalogue, unless it's got the 

Cowl 
As we only want it to be seen, I should not so much 

If it was only round the stone man's neck, a-COmin£ 

up the stair. 
Or down there in the marble room where all the 

figures stand. 
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Where one of them three Graces might just bold it 

in her hand— 
Or ma; be Baily's Charily the favour would allow. 
It wOuM really be B charily to hang up Davids Cow. 
We haven't nowhere else to go if you don't hang it 

The Water Colour place allows no ailman to appear — 
And the British Gallery slicks to Duleb, Teniers and 

Gerard Douw, 
And the Suffolk Galleiy will not do— it's not a Suffolk 

Cow: 
I wish you'd seen him painting her, he hardly look 

his meals 
Till she was painted od tbe board, conect from head 

lo heels : 
His heart and soul was in his Cow, and almost made 

He baldly whij^wd the boys at all,- or helped to 

nurse the trabby. 
And when he had her all complete and painted over 

red, 
He got so grand. 1 really thought him going off his 

head. 
Now hang it. Mr. Hilton, do just hang it anyhow. 
Poor David, he will hang himself, imlest yoa hang 

his Cow. 
And if it's inconveideat and drawn too big bf half- 
David sha'n't send next year except a vety little calf I " 
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HUGGINS AND DUGGINS. 

A PASTORAL, AFTER POPE. 

Two swains or clowns — but call them swMos — 

Whilst keeping flocks on Salisbiuy plains, 

For all that tend on sheep as droveis 

Are inmed lo songsters or to lovers. 

Eachotthe lass he call'd his dear. 

Began lo caiol loud and clear, 

Rist Huggins sang, and Duggins then. 

In (he way of ancient shepherd men ; 

Who ihos alternate pitched in song, 

" All things by (oms, and nothing long. ' 

Hoggins. — Of all the girls about our place. 

There's one beals all in form smd face ; 

Search through all Great and Little Bumpstead, 

Youll only find one Peggy Plumslead. 
Diiggini.— To groves and streams I tell my flame, 

I make the clif& repeat her name ; 

When I'm Inspired by gills and noggins. 

The rocks re-echo Sally Hoggins t 



But I don't know ray A, B, C. 
Daggini.—'Vni^heT I walk in hill or valley, 
I think of nothing else bul Sally. 
I'd sing her praise, but I can sing 
No song, encept " God save Ihe King 1 " 
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//ug^nt.— My Peggf doei M nymphs eicel, 
Aod all confess she beus the bell,— 
Wbere'er she goes swains flock togetber, 
Uke sheep thai follow the bcU wethei. 

Duggiits. —Sally Is tall and not loo stiaighl,— 
Those very poplar shapes I hate ; 
But Eomething tnisted like an S, — 
A crook becomes a shepherdess. 

Huggini. — When Peggy's dog her aims emprison 
I ofteD wish my lot was hisn ; 
How often I should stand and turn. 
To get a pat bom hands like hem, 

Duggias. — 1 tell Sail's lambs bow blest they be. 
To stand about, and stare at she ; 
But when I look, she toms and shies, 
And won't bear none but their sheep's eyes t 

Huggini.— lave goes with Peggy where she goes,— 
Beneath her smile the garden grows ; 
Potatoes spring, and cabbage starts, 
Tatoes have eyes, and cabbage hearts I 

Daggiiis.—'Whtm Sally goes it's always spring, 
Her presence brightens everything ; 
The sun smiles bright, txit where her giiti is. 
It makes brass farthings look like guineas. 

Hvggins.—Yai Peggy I can have no joy, 
She's sometimes kind and sometimes coy. 
And keeps me, by her wayward tricks. 
As coQitortless as sheep with ticks 1 
irMay, 
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Foi wbeo she's asked !□ change her lot, 
Lamb's wool, — but Sally, she wool hoc 

J/uggim.—Oniy with Peggy and wilh health, 
I'd never wish Tor state or wealth ; 
Talldng of having health and moie pence, 
I'd drink her health if I had fourpencel 

Duggiia.— Oh, how that day would seem lo sbine. 
If Sally's batins were read with mine ; 
She cries, when such a wish I carry, 
" Marry come up ! " bot will not marry. 



GOG AND MAGOG. 



Mageg. Wbv, Gog, I say, it's after One, 
And yet no dinner is carved ; 
Shnll we endure this sort of ftm, 
And stand here to be starved? 
Gog. T really think our City Loids 
Musi be a shabby set : 
I've stood here since King Charles's time. 
And had no dinner yel ! 



Gy, My hunger would provoke a 
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Magtg. I wish I bad a round of beef 
My hungry looth to charm ; 
I've wind enough in my inside 
To i^y the Hundredth Psalm. 

Gog. And yet they feast beneath our eyes 

This very week I saw the Mayor 
A-feeding hlie a horse t 
Magt^. Such loads of fish, and flesh, and fowl ; 
To tliink upon it makes me growl \ 
Gog. I wonder where the fools were taught, 
That Ihey should keep a gianl short ! 
They'll stop our growth, they'll stop oi 

They'll starve ua both, they'll starve us botl 
Magtg. Tbey said, a hundred years ago, 
That we should dine at One ; 
Why, Gog, 1 say, our meat by this 
Is rather over^done. 
Gi^, I do not want it done at nil, 
So hungry is my maw, 
Give me an Alderman in chains. 
And I will eat him raw I 

Hagog. Of starving weavers they discuss, 
And yet they never think of us. 
I say, are we to dine to-day ; 
Are we to dine to-day? 
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Magog. I'll lell you what, they'll slop our growth I 
Gog. Ill tell you what, they'll starve us both 1 
Both. They'll stop our growth, they'll starve u 



LIEUTENANT LUFF. 



All you that are loo load of wine, 

Or any other stuff. 
Take warning by the dismal Tate 

or one Lieutenant LufT. 
A sober man he might have been. 

Except in one regard, 
He did not like soil water, 

So he took to drinking hard I 
Said he, ' ' Let otheis fancy slops. 

And talk in praise of Tea, 
But I am no Bohemian, 

So do not like fiohea. 
If wine's a poison, so is Tea, 

Though in another shape : 
What matter whether one is kiU'd 

By canister or grape ! " 
According to this kind of laste 

Did he indulge his drouth. 
And being fond of Port, tie made 

A port'faole of his mouth! 
A single pint he might have sipp'd 

And not been out of sortie 
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LIEUTENAKT LUFF. 



To " hold the mlnot up to vies " 

With him was hard, alas I 
The wane tor wine he often was, 

But not " befOTe a glass." 
No kind and prudent friend had be 

To Ud him drink no more, — 
The only chequers in hi« course 

Were at a tavern door ! 

Fuli sogn the sod effects of this 

His frame began to show. 
For tlut old eaetoj the gout 

Had taken him in toe t 
And Join'd with this an evil came 

Of quite another sort — 
For while tK drank, himself, his purse 

Was getting " something short." 
For want of cash he soon had pawn'd 

One half that he possessed, 
And drinking showed him duplicates 

Beforehand of the rest ! 
So now his creditors resolved 

To seiie on his assets ; 



But Luft contrived a novel ni 

His creditors to chouse ; 
For bis own ei 
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A HAPPY KEW YEAR '. 

A pistol to the munle diarged 

He took devout of (tat ; 
Saidbe, "This barrel is my last. 

So now for my last bier ! " 

-Against his lungs he aimed the slugs. 

And not against bis braio, 
'So he blew out his U^ts — and Done 

Could blow tbem in agais 1 
A Jury for a Verdict met, 

And gave it in these lerms : — 
"" We find as how as certain slugs 

Has sent him to the worms 1 " 



A HAPPY NEW YEAR I 



'Twould tw «uy enough to b« m<!rrr."—OU Sin^. 
There's nothing but plague in the house 1 

Hiere's the lurbot il stole by the cat, 
The Newfoundland bax eat up the grouse. 

And (he haunch has been gnawed by a ral i 
It's the day of all days when I wish 

Thait our Eriends sliould enjoy our good cheer : 
Mr. Wiggins— our dinner is dished — 

-Bui I wish you a happy New Yearl 

Mr. Rudge has not called, but he will, 
For his Rates, Church, and Highway, and Poor: 

And the butcher has lirouEht in his bill — 
Twice as much as the quarter befbie. 
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A HAPPV NEW YEAR ! 

Little Charles hu come home with [be n 
And Malilda with measles, 1 fear ; 

And I've tHken two sov'reigns like dumps 
But I wish you a happy New Year I 

Your brother is in (he Gazette, 

And yoar banker is off to New York ; 
Mc, Bjgsby has died in your debt, 

And the "Wiggins'" has foundered ne; 
Mr. Merringlon's bill is come back ; 



The best dinner set^ fallen to the groand ; 

The Mflitia's called oat, and you're dlawn ;. 
Not a. piece of ourplale can lie found. 

And Ihere'E marks of men's feet on the lawn :. 
Two anonymous letters have come, 

That declare you shall die like a Weaie ; 
And it may — or may not—be a hum— 

But I wish you a happy New Year ! 

The old lawsuit with Levy is tost ; 

You arc fined for not cleansing the street ;. 
And the water-pipe's burst with the frost, 

And the roof let's the rain in and sleet. 
Your old tenant at seventy-four 

Has gone off iti (he night with his gear. . 
And has taken the key of the door — 

But I wish you a happy New Year ! 



JCH A HAPPY NEW YEAR 1 

The new gig has been jimmed by a dray, 
And Ihe old horse has taken to itick. 

We hare hardly a bushel of small. 
And now coal Is enlratagani dear ; 

Your great-coat is stole out of the hall — 
But I wish you a happy NeW Year ! 

The whole greenhouse is smashed by the hail, 

And Ihe plants have all died in the night : 
The magnolia's blown down by the gale, 

And the chimney looks far from upright ; 
And — the deuce lake the man from the shop, 

That hung up the new glass chandelier ] 
It has ooiDc, in the end, to one drop— 

But 1 wish you a h^ipy New Year ! 

Tliere's misfortune wherever we dodge — 
It's the same in the country and town ; 

There's Ihe porter tias burned down his lodge. 
While be went off to smoke at the Crown. 

The fat budei makes fiee with your wine, 
And the footman has drunk the strong beer. 

And the coachman can't walk in a line- 
But I wish you a happy New Year! 



And some day he'll abscond, I expect ; 

Mr. Brown has built ont your lock view ; 
The new housemaid's the greatest of flirts— 

She has men in the bouse, that is clear ; 
And the laundress has pawned all your shirts — 

But I wish yon a. happy New Year 1 
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A PUBLIC DINNER. }0; 

Your ' ' Account of a Viait lo Rome " 

Nat a critic on earth seems to laud ; 
And old Huggim bsa lately come home, 

And will swear that your Claude iai't Claude. 
Youi election ia lar from secure, 

Though it's Ukdy to cost very dear ; 
You're come out in a caricature- 
But I wish you a happy New Year I 
You've been christened an ass In the " Times," 

And the " Chronicle " calls yau a fool : 
And that dealer in boys, Dr. Ghrimes, 

Has engaged the next house fqr a school : 
And the playground will run by the bower 

Which you took so much trouble lo rear ; 
We shall never have one quiet honr— 

But I wish you a happy New Year ! 
Uttle John will not take to his book. 

He's come home black and blue from the cane ; 
There's your uncle is courting his cook, 

And your mother has married again [ 
Jacob Jones will be tiled with his wife, 

And against them you'll have to appear ; 
If they're hung you'll be wretched for life— 

But I wish you a happy New Year ! 



A PUBLIC DINNER. 

■■ Sit down and fall lo, said the Bajmecide." 

—AraiioH NifiU. 
At seven you just nick it. 
Give card— get wine ticket ; 



-n, Google 



A PUBLIC DINNER. 

Walh rouDd through the Babel, 
From table to table. 
To Sod— a hu^ matter— 
Your name in a platter ; 
Your wWi was to dt by 
Your friend Mr, Whitby, 



Has [dBced you at distance, ' 
And, thanks to arrHngen, 
You sit amongst strangers. 
But too late for mending ; 
Twelve sticks oome atiendiog 
A stick o( a Cbatrman, 
A little dark spare man. 
With bald, shining nob, 
'Mid committee SHrell-mob ; 
In short, a short Rgure, 
You thought the Dute bigger. 
Then silence is wanted, 
A'oB Naiii Is chanted ; 
Then Chairman reads letter, 
Tlie Duke's a regretter, 
A promise to break it. 
But chair, he can't take it ; 
Is grieved to be from as. 
But sends friend Sir Tliomas, 
And what is far belter, 
A cheque in the letter. 
Hear! hear! and a clatter, 
And there ends the matter. 
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A PUBUC DINNER. 

Then i^es [he battle, 
Knives clatter, fortes rattle. 

Steel forks with black bandies. 
Under fi^y vax candles ; 
Your soup-plate is soon full, 
Vou alp just a spoonful 
Mr. Roe will be grateful 
To send him a plateful ; 
And then comes the waiter, 
" Must trouble for later ; " 
And then you drink off 
With somebody — nine off ; 
Bucellas made handy. 
With Cape and bad Brandy, 
Of East India Sheny, 
That's vray hot— very I 
You help Mr. Myrtle, 
Then End your mock-turtle 
Went off while you lingered, 
With nailer light-fingered. 
To make up for gammon, 
You order some salmon. 
Which comes to yotu' fauces, 
With boats without sauces. 
You then make a cut on 
Some lamb big as mutton ; 
And ask for some grass loo. 
But that you must pass too ; 
It served the Ant twenty, 
But toast there is plenty. 
Then, while lamb gets coldish, 
A goose that is oldish— 
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A PUBUC DINNER. 

At carving not clevei^ 
You're begged to dissever, 
And when you thus treat il, 
Find no one mil eat it. 
So, buagt? as glutton. 
You turn lo your muttoB, 
But — no sight for lauchter — 
The soop it's gone after. 
Mr. Green then is vety 
Disposed (o take Sieny ; 
And then Mr. Nappy 
Will (eel very happy ; 
And then Mr. Conner 
Requests the same hoaoor : 
Mr. Clarke, when at leisure. 
Will really feel pleasure ; 
Then waiter leans over 
To take off a cover 
From fowls, which all beg ot 
A wii^ oralegof; 
And while tbey all peck bon^ 
You lake to a neck'booe, 
But even your hunger 
Declares for a younger. 
A fresh plate you call for. 
But vainly you bawl for ; 
Now taste disapproves it, 

Still hope, newly budding. 
Relies on a pudding ; 
But critics each miDUte 
Set ^cy agin it— 
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A PUBLIC DINNER. 

" That's queer VermicellL" 
"I say, Vizetelly, 
There's glue in that jelly." 
•' Tans bad altogether ; 
That crust's made o( leather." 
■' Some custard, friend Vesey ? " 
■• No— batter made easy." 
"Some cheese, Mr, Foster?" 

■■ Don't like single Glo'ster.' 

Meanwhile, to top table, 
Like foi in the lable. 
You see silier dishes. 
With those little fishes. 
The whitebait delicious, 
Borne past you officious ; 
And hear rather plainish 
A sound that's champagnish, 
And glimpse certain bottles 
Made long in the throttles ; 
And sniff— very pleasant ! 
Grouse, partridge, and pheasant 
And see mounds of ices 
For patrons and vices, 
Fine-apple, and bunches 
Of grapes for sweet munches, 
Aod fruits of all virtue 
That really desert you. 
You've nuts, but not crack ones 
Half empty, and black ones ; 
With oianges sallow — 
They can't be called yellow- 
Some pippins well wrinkled, 
And plums almond sprinkled, 
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A FUBUC DIHNEK. 

Some rout ealcts, and so on, 

Then witb business lo {o cm : 

hong speeches are stulter'd, 

And toasts are well bunei'd, 

While dames in ihe galleij, 

AU dressed In faUsllo?, 

Look on at Ihe muroroery, 

And listen to flummerjr. 

Hip, hip I and hauainK, 

And singing and saying, 

Glees, cali^ies, orations. 

And lists of donitlanx 

Hush I a song, Mr, Tlnney^- 

" Mr. Benbowf, one guinea ; 

Mr. Frederick Manual, 

One guinea — and annual." 

Song— Jockey and Jenny, 

" Mi. Markham. one guiaea." 

"Have you all filled yom passes ? " 

Here's a health to good lasses. 

The subscription still skiDcy — 

" Mr. Franklin — one guinea." 

FianUin looki tike a ninny ; 

"Mr, Boreham, one guiaea — 

Mr. Hogg, Mr. Finney, 

Mr. Tempest — one guinea, 

Mr. Mertington — twenty," 

Rough music, in plenty. 

Away toddles Chairman, 

The Unk dark spare nuui. 

Not sorry at ending, 

With white sticks attending, 
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A CHARITY SERUOH. 

Aod some mrio Tomnoddy 
Voles ia his own bod; 
To fill the void seal up, 
And get on Ins feel up. 
To say, with voice squeaking, 
" UnBcciulomed to spealdDg," 
Wbich send! yoa off seeking 
Voor hat, number thirty — 
No coach — veiy dkty. 
So, hungry and fever'd. 
Wet-footed, spcdll beavei'd, 
Eyes aching in jacket, 
Ten pounds out of pocket, 
To Brook Street the Upper 
You haste home to supper. 



A CHARITY SERMON. 
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bair, though a Utile carroty ; 

Demure, half inclined to the unknown tODgucs, b>U I 
never gain'd atiything by Charity. 

1 got a little boy into [he Foundling, tint his un- 
fortunate mother was traced and baited, 
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•;i2 A CHARITV SERUON. 

And the orerseets found her oul — and she found me 
out — and the child was affiliated. 

Oh, Charily will come home lo roost-^ 
Like curses and chickens Is Charity. 

I once, reiy neai Whitehall's veiy old wall, when 

ballads danc'd over the whole of it, 
Put a bad five-shilling piece into a beggar's bat, but 

the old hat had got a boie in it ; 
And a httle boy caught it in his little hat, and an 

officer's eye seem'd to care for it, 
As my bad crown piece went through his bad crown 

piece, and they took me up to Queen's Square 

for it. 

Oh, Charity, &c 

I let my very old (condemn'd) old house lo a man, at 

a rent that was shockingly low. 
So I found a roof for bis ten motherless babes — all 

defunct and fatherless now ; 
For the plaguy one-^ded party-wall fell ioi so did 

the roof, on son and daughter. 
And twelve jurymen sat on eleven bodies, and 

brought In a vary peisonal verdict of Mas- 

slaughter. 

Ob, Charity, &c 

I [rick'd up a young' well-dress'd gentleman, who bad 

fallen in a fit in St. Martin's Court, 
And charitably ofTir'd to see him home— for charity 

always seem'd to be my forte, 
And I've had presents for seeing fallen gentlemen 

borne, but this was a very unlucky job— 
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A CHAHTTY 8ESHOK. 

Do you know, he got mjr watch — my p( 

handlierehief— for it was One of the swell mob. 
Oh, Charily, &c. 

Bdng four miles from Town, I stopt a horse that bad 
lun away with a man, when j( seem'd that they 
must be dash'd to pieces, 

Tboagh several kind people were following him with 
all iheir. might, but such following a horse his 

I held Ifae horae while he went to lecniil his strength : 
and I meant to ride it home, of course ; 

But the crowd came up and took me op — for it tum'd 
out the man had run away with the hoTS& 
Oh, Charity, 4c. 

1 walch'd last month all the droveis and drivers aboat 

the suburbs, for it's a positive fact. 
That I thiikk (he utmost penalty ought always (o be 

enforced against everybody under Mr. Mutin's 

Act; 
But I couldn't catch one Mt over the homs, or over 

the shins, or on the ears, or over the head ; 
And I caught a rheumatism from early wet hoiin, 

and got Rve weeks of ten swell'd fingers in bed. 
Oh, Charily, 4c 

Well, r»e utterly done with Charity, though I us'd 

so to preach about iU Gnesl fount ; 
Charily may do for some that are more lucky, but I 

can't turn it to any acconnt — 
It goes so the very reverse way — even if one chirrups 

it op with a dust of i^eiy ; 
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That heiicefortli let it be understood, t lake ni] 
oRine entirelj out of the Ljst of Subscribcis U 
the Humane Society. 
Oh, Charity, &c 



THE CIGAR. 
SOMB sigh for Ihis and Ihat ; 

My wishes don't go far ; 
The world may wag at will. 

So 1 have wj cigar. 
Some fret themEetres to death 

VTith Whig and Tory Jar ; 
I don't care which Is in, 

So I have my cigar. 
Sir John requests my vote, 

And so does Mr. Mair ; 
I don't care how it goes, 

So I have my cigar. 
Some want a German row. 

Some wish a Ru^ian war ; 

So I have my cigar. 
1 never see the "Post," 

I seldom read the "Star ;" 
The "Gtobo" 1 scarcely heed. 

So I have my cigar. 
They tell me that Bank Stock 

Is sunk much under par ; 
It% all the same to me. 

So 1 have my c^ar. 



So I have my cigar. 

Ambition frets me not : 

A cab or glory's car 
Are jual the same to me. 

So I liave ray cigar. 

I woiship no vain goda, 

But serve the household Lac ; 
I'm sure to be at home. 

So I have my cigar. 

I do not seek for fame, 
A Gener^ with a scar ; 

A private let rae be, 
So I have my cigar. 

To have my choice among 
The toys of life's baiaar. 

The deuce may take them all, 
So I have my cigar. 

Some minds are often tost 
By tempests like a lac ; 
I always seem in port, 
So I have my dgar. 

The ardent flame of love 
My bosom cannot char ;. 

I smoke, but do not burn, 
So I have my cigal. 
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THE CHINA-UENDER. 

They tell me Nancy Low 
Has manied Mr. R.; 

Tbe jilt I but I can live. 
So I have my dgar. 



THE CHINA-MENDER. 

Good-morning, Mr. What-d'ye-call! Well! here's 

another pretty job! 
L^oid help my Lady J — vrbal a Emeih I — ir yon had 

only heard her sob I 
It was all through Mr. Lambert : but for certain he 

To think for to go to sit down on a table full of 

Chiney. 
"Deuce take your stupid head I "says my Lady to 

his veiy face ; 
Bui pohteness, you know, is nothing when there's 

Chiney in the case ; 
And if ever a woman was fond of Chiney to a passion, 
It's my misfress, and all sorts of it, whether new or 

old fasbion. 
Her brother's a sea-captain, and brings het home 

shiploads — 
Such botues, and such dragons, and nasty squatting 

things like toads ; 
And great nidnoddin' mandarins, with palsies In the 

head: 
I declare I've ol^en dreamt of them, and had night- 
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THE CHINA-MENDER. 3 1 7 

But the frightfuUer they are — Iswk 1 she loves them 

all the heller, 
She'd have Old Nick himself made of Chiney if they'd 

let her. 
Lawlc-a-mercy I break her Chiney, and it's hreaking 

her very bean ; 
If 1 louehed it, she would very soon say, '■ Maiy, we 

To be sure she is nolacky : only Friday comes Master 
Randall, 

And breaks a broken spsat, and fresh chips a lea- 
cup handle : 

He's a dear, sweet little child, but he will so finger 

And that's why my Lady doesn't lake lo children 

Well, Ihere'sstttpid Mr. Lambert, with his twogreat- 

coBt Saps, 
Must go and sit down on the Dresden shepherdesses' 

As if there was no such things aA rosewood chairs in 

the room I 
I couldn't have made a greatersweep with the handle 

Mercy □□ us 1 how my mistress began (o rave and 

Well, after all, there's nothing like good ironstone 

ware for wear. 
If ever I marry, that's flat, I'm sure it won't be John 

I should be a wretched woman in a shop full of 
crockery. 
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J lH THE CHIMA-MENDER. 

I should never like lo wipe ll, ibough I love lo be 

neat and Ildy. 
And afraid of mad bulls on market-daya every Monday 

and Friday. 
I'm veiy much mislook if Mr. Lambert's will be a 

Tbe breaking Ihe Chiney will be ihe brealtingoff of 

his own match. 
Missis wouldn't have an angel, if he was careless 

about Chiney ; 
She never forgives a chip. If it's ever so small and 

liny. 
Lawk I I never saw a man in all my life in lucb a 

I could 6ad it in my beart to pity him for all his 

mischief-making. 
To see him stand a-hammeriag and stammering, like 

Bui what Edifies apologies, if they won't mend cdd 

If he sent her up whole crates full, from Wedgwood's 
and Mr. Spode's, 

He couldn't make amends lor tbe crack'd mandarins 
and smash'd loads. 

Well ! every one has their tastes, but, for my part, 
my own self, 

I'd rather have the figuies on my poor dear grand- 
mother's old shelf: 

A nice pea-green poll-panot, Emd two leapers with 
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THE CHINA-MENDER. JI^ 

And sach a Jemmy Jessamy in top-boots and sky- 
blue vest, 
Atid a. frill and flower'd waistcoat, with a fine bow- 

po( at the breast. 
Coil lielp her, poor old soul I I shall come into 'em 

at her death ; 
Though she's n heany woman for her jrears, except 

her shortness of breath. 
Wall 1 you may think the things will mend— if Ihey 

won't, Lord mend us all 1 
M; lady will go in tils, and Mr. Lambert won't need 

to call; 
I'll be bound in any money, if I had a guiiiea to 

give, 
He won't sit down again on Chiney the longest day 

Poor soul ! I only hope ft won't forbid his banns of 

marriage ; 
Or he'd better have sat behind on the spikes of my 

Lady's carriage. 
But you'll iaia 'em all of couiise, and stand poor Mr, 

Lambert's friend, 
I'll look In twice a day, just to see, like, how th^ 

To be sure t( is a sight that might draw (ears from 

dogs and cats. 
Here's this pretty little pagoda, now, has lost four of 

its cocked hats. 
Be particular with the pagoda : and then here's this 

pretty bowl — 
The Chinese Prince is making love to nothing because 

of (his hole ; 
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330 THE STAOE-STRUCK HERO. 

And here's another Chinese man, with a bee just 

like a doll. 
Do slkk his [Hgt^t on again, and just mend bis 

parasoL 
Bmt I needn't tell you (that to do, only do it out of 

And charge whateret you like to charge — my Lady 

won't make a stand. 
Well 1 good morning, Mr. What-d"ye-call, for it's 

time OUT gossip ended : 
And you know the pcorerb, the less as is said, the 

sooner the Chiney's mended. 



THE STAGE-STRUCK HERO. 

mustbE. 5a,PlUol Thou reuonestr— Well. " 

It's very haid I O E^ck, my boy. 
It's verjr hanl one can't enjoy 

A httle private spouting ; 
But sm^ as Lear oi Hamlet lives, 
Up comes oar master, bounce, and gives 

The lia^ muse a routing 1 

Ay, there he comes i^n ! be quick ! 
And hide the book— A play-book, Dick, 

He must not set his eyes on ! 
It's very haid, the churlish elf 



Or take a bowl of p'is< 
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THE STAGE-STRUCK HERO. Jll 

It's Tcij haid, bat when I want 
To die— as Cato did— I can't. 

Or go non compos menl<s — 
But ap he comei, all fire and fla.m« ; — 
No doubl he'd do the very same 

With Kenible for a 'prentice I 

O Dick t O Dick I it was not so 
Some half a doien years ago t 

Melpomene was no sneaker. 
When, under Reverend Ulster Poole, 
Each little boy at Enfield's School 

Became an Enfield's spealter I 

No cruel master-tailor's cane 
Then thwarted the theatric vein ; 

The tragic soil bad tillage. 
Oh dear dramatic days gone by 1 
You, Dick, were Richard then— and I 

Played Hamlet to the village. 

Or, as Macbeth, the dagger clutch'd 
Till all the servant-maids were tonch'd— 

Macbeth, I think, my pel is ; 
Lord, how we spouted Shakspeare's works — 
Dick, we had twenty little Buihes, 

And fifty Master Betties I 



Genteelly taught by his mamma 
To say, not father, but papa. 
Kept sheep upon the Grunpians, 
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J22 MISS FANNY S FAREWEIX FLOWERS, 

CoiioUnus Cntmpe — and Fig 
In Brutus, with brown-paper wig, 

Aad Huggios, great in CalO ; 
Only be broke so often off 
To have a Bt of whooping'Coagh, 

WWle reasoning wilh Plato, . 
Aod ZaDgra too, — I shall not weep, 
If longer on this theme I keep, 

And let lemembrance loose, Dick ; 
Now forced to act — it's very hard — 
' ' Measure for Measure " with a yard — 

Vou Richard with a goose, Dick '. 
Zounds 1 Dick, it's very odd oui dads 
Shoukl send as there when we were Iflds 

To learn to talk like Tullies ; 
And now, it one should juat break out, 
PerchanW into a Utile spoul, 

A stick abcmt the skult is. 
Why should stSBf-'earning form a part 
Of schooling for the tailor's art ? 

Alasl dramatic notes, Dick, 
So well record the sad mistake 
Of him who tried at once to make 

Both Romeo aod Coatei, Dick I 



MISS FANNY'S FAREWELL FLOWERS. 

Not " the poile of ■ rlDg."— SHi.cspuu {aU but ihi 
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MISS fanny's farewell flowers, 3 

Why I return ao sad at heart- 
It's all ihroi^ Fanny Kemble : 

Oh 1 when she threw her flowers away, 
VfhV urged the tragic slut on 

To weave in such a wreath as that, 
Ah me ! a bachelor's button. 

None fought so hard, none fought so we) 

As I to Bain some token- 
When all the pit rose up in anns, 

And beads and hearts were broken ; 
" Huiza 1 " said I, " I'll have a flowV 

As sure as my name's Dutton ; "— 
I made a snatch— I got a catch — ' 

By Jove! a bachelor's button I 

I've lost my watch — my hat ]s Rnashed — 

My clothes declare Oie racket ; 
I went there in a full dress coat, 

And came home in a jacket. 
My nose is swell'd— my eye is black— 

My lip I've got a cut on I 
Odd buds I— and what a bud to get-^ 

The deuce! a bachelor's button! 

My chest's in pain, I really fear 

I've somewhat hurt my bellows, 
By pokes and punches in the ribs 

From those herb-strewing fellows. 
I miss two te«lh in my front row ! 

My com has bad a fut on ; 
And all this pain I've had to gain 

This cursed bachelor's button. 
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ANSWER TO PAUPER. 

Had I bat won a rose— a bud— 

A pansf — or a daisf — 
A periwiDkle — anything — 

But IhiE — U drives me cxazf 1 
M; very sheny tastes like squills, 

I can't enjoy my malton ; 
And when I sleep I dream of it — 

Still— still— a bachelor's buttoti. 
My pUee is booked per coach to-night. 

But oh, my spirit trembles 
To think how countty friends will ask 

Of Knowleses and of Kembles. 
If they should breathe about the wreath. 

When I go back to Ralton, 
I shall not dure to show my share, 

That's all !— a bachelor's battoa I 
My luck in life was never good, 

But Ibis my fate will burden ; 
I ne'er shall like my farming more, — 

I know I shan't the garden. 
The turnips all may have the fly, 

The wheat may have (he smut on, 
I care not, — I've a blight at heart, — 

Ah mel — a bachelor's bntton I 



ANSWER TO PAUPER. 
Don't tell me of buds and biossoms. 

Or with rose and vi'Iet wheedle— 
Nosegays grow for other bosoms, 

Churchwarden and Beadle. 
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AMSWEK TO PAUPER. J35 

What have you to do with streams? 

What with sunny skies, or gansh 
Cuckoo songs, or pensive dreams ? 

Nature's not your parish < 
What light have such as you to dun 

For sun or moonbeacns, warm or bright. 
Before you talk almut the sun, 

Pay (or window light I 
Talk of passions— amorous fancies, 

While your belters' Bames miscany. 
It you love your Dolls and Nancys, 

Don't we make you many? 

Talk of wintry chill and storm, 

Fragranl winds that blanch your bones t 
Vou poor can always keep you warm ; — 

Ain't there breaking stones? 
Suppose you don't enjoy the spring, 

Roses ^r and vi'lets meek, 
Vou can't look for everything 

On eighleenpenee a week I 

V^th seasons what have you to do ? 

If com dotb thrive, or wheal is harmed ! 
What's weather to thecropless? Vou 

Don't farm — but you are (armed 1 
Why everlasting murmurs hurled. 

With hardships for the text ? 
If such as you don't like this world. 

Well pass you to the next. 

OVERSEEB. 
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yARVIS AND laRS. COPE. 

A DECIDEDLY SBBIOUS BALLAD. 

In Bunhill Row, some Tears ago, 

There lived one Mrs. Cope ; 
A pious womaD she was cali'd. 

As Pius as a Pope. 
Not pious in its proper sense. 

But chall'iing like a bird 
Of sin and grace— in such a case, 

Mag-piely's the word. 
Cries she, "The Reverend Mr. Trigg 

This day a lent will broach, 
And much 1 long lo hear him preach. 

So, Belly, call a coach," 
A bargain though she wished to make, 

Ere they began (o jog — 
" Now, Coachman, what d'ye take me for?" 

Says Coachman, " For a hog," 
But Jarris when he set her down, 

A second hog did lack — 
Whereas she only offered him 

One shilling, and a '' tract." 
Said he, " There ain't no tniels in Quaife, 

You and yoar tracts be bolh " 

And, affidavit-like, he clench'd 

Her shilling with an oath. 
Said she, " I'll have you fined tor thi?, 

And soon il shall be done, 
I'll have you up at Worship Street, 

Von wicked one, nau^t one 1 " 
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JARVIS AND MRS. COPE. Ji; 

And sure enough at Worship Streel 

That Friday week they stood ; 
Sbe said bad language he hod used, 

And thus she "made it good." 
" He said (wo shillings was his Tare, 

And wouldn't take no less — 
I said one shilUng was enough, 

And he said C— U— S. 
" And when I raised raj eyes at that, 

He swate again at them, 
And I said he was a wicked man, 

And he said D— A— M." 
NowJaTvejr'a tiiTn was come to speak, 

So he stroked down his half : 
' "All what she says is false — catise whv? 

Ill swear I nevei swear I 
"There's old Joe Hatch, the waterman, 

Can tell you what I am I 
I'm one of seven children, all 

Brought up without a dam ! 
" Hell say from Iwo year old and less, 

Since ever I were nust, 
IfeverlsaidC— U-S. 

1 wish I may be cusl ! 
"At Sion Cottage I takes up, 

And raining all ihe while. 
To go la New Jerusalem, 

A weiy long two mile. 
Well, when I aies for my fare, 

She rows rae in the street. 
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THE PAINTER PUZZLED. 



" Says she — I know where you will go. 
You sinner ! I know well — 

Your woiship, it's the P— I— T 
or E and double L." 

Now here bis worship stopped the case- 
Said he—" I'll fine you both I 

And of the two— why Mis. Cope's 
I think the l^ggesl oatb." 



THE FAINTER PUZZLED. 

"Dnw.iirr—Oiaj'Uv. 
Well, socnethlng must be done for May, 

The time is drawing nigh, 
To figure in the Catalogue, 

And woo the public eye. 
Something I must invent and paint ; 

But, oh I my wit is iiot 
Like one of lluise kind substantiTes 

That answer— Who and What ? 
Oh. for some bappg' hit t to throw 

The gazer in a (ranee ; 
Butfei/ld, there I am posed. 

As people say ia Fiance. 
In vain I sit and strive to llunk, 

I find my bead, alack I 
PainfQll; empty, still just Ulce 

A bottle " on the rack," 



-n, Google 



THE PAWTER PUZZLED. 



A blADk my canvas slill remains, 

And viOTse — a blank uDdmwn. 
An "aching void" Ihal mars my rest 

Wilh one eternal liint. 
For, like the little goblin page, 

II still keeps crying "'Hnt I" 
But what to tint ? ay, there's the nib. 

That plagues me all the while, 
As, Selkirk-like, I sit withguf 

A subject [oT my ile. 
" Invention's seventh heaven " the bard 

Has wrillen-bul my case 
Persuades me that the creature dwells 

Id quite another place. 
Sniffing the lamp, (he ancients thought 

Demosthenes must toil ; 
But works of an are works indeed. 

And always "smell of oil" 
Yet painling pictures, some folks think. 

Is meiely play and fun ; 

Most easily be done. 
But, lounds, if they coukl sit in this 
Uneasy easy-chair. 
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330 ON A PICTURE OF HERO AND LEANDER. 

They'll veiy soon be glad enoogh 

To cut the camel's hur. 
Oh '. wlto can tell the pang it is 

To sit as I (his day— 
With all my canvas^ spread, and yet 

Without an iDch of way. 
Till, mad at last to find I am . 

Among such empty skollats, 
I feel that I could strike myself. 

But no — '* 111 strike my colouis." 



ON A PICTURE OF HERO AND 

LEANDER. 
Why, Lover, why 
. Such a water rovet? 

Would she love thee more 

Foi coming half seas orer? 
Wbj, Lady, why 

So in love with dipping? 
Must a lad of Greece 

Come all over dripping ? 
Why, Cupid, why 

Make the passage brigblet ? 
Were not any boat 

Better than a lighler? 
Why, Madam, why 

So intrusive standing ? 
Must thou be on the stair 

When he's on the landing? 
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A BUNCH OF FORGET-ME-NOTS. JJl 

A BUNCH OF FORGET-ME-NOTS. 

Itfrilttn in an Album.) 
Forget-me-not ( K is the cry of clay, 

From infancjr to age, from ripe lo nMten : 
For who, " to dumb forgelfulness a prey," 

Would be forgotlen I 
Hark the pooi Infant in the age of pap, 

A little Laplander on nurse's lap, 
Some strange, negleclfal, gosdpiag old Trot, 
Meanwhile on dull Oblivion's lap she lielh, 
la her shrill Baby-Ionish language crieth. 
What? 
"Forget-me-Qol!" 
The school-boy writes unW the self-same lune. 

The yearly letter, guiltless of a blol, 

"We break up on the twenty-third of June ;" 

And then, with comps. from Dr. Polyglot, 

" P.S.— Forget-me-not ! " 

When last my elder brother sailed for Quito, 

My chalky foot had in a hobble got — 

Why did he plant his timber toe on my foe. 

To stamp on memory's most tender spot, 

" Forget-me-not! " 

The dying nabob, on whose shrivelled skin 

The Indian " muUega " has left Its "tawny," 
Leaving life's pilgrimage so rough and thorny, 

Bindeth his kin 
Two tons <A sculptural marble to allot— 
A small " Forget-me-not ! " 
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J31 DEATH m THE KITCHEM. 

The hardj sailor parting from his wives. 

Sharing among ihem ajl that be has got, 
Keeps a fond eye upon their after-lives. 
And says to screnieen— " If I am shot 
Forget-me-not" 
Why all the mob of authois (hat now trouble 

like world with cold-pieased volumes, and witb hot, 
Tbey all are seeking repulatiDn's bubble, 

Hopelessly hoping, Uke Sir Walter Scott, 
To See in Fame^5 own handkerchief a double 
" Forget-me-knol 1 " 
A p^t past tense. 
In fact, is sought for by all human kind, 

And hence 
Our common Irish wish— to leave ourselves behind. 
Forget-me-not 1— It is the common chorus, 
Swell'd by all those behind and before us ; 
Each fifth of November 
Calls out " Remember ! " 
And even a poor man of straw will liy 

To live by dint of powder and of plot. 
In short, It is the cry of every Guy — 



DEATH IN THE KITCHEN. 



lot" (drof^piiijE his hat upon thegrouiul) ^^foncT — Id 
I nuHnenl t "—Triilram Sla*dj. 

TrIH, thou art right !— Tis sure that I, 

And all who hear thee, aie to die, 
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DEATH IN THE KITCHEN, Jj 

The stoutest lad rad wench 
Mtisl lose Ibeir places at the will 
Of Dealh. aod go,at last to fill 

The sexton's gloomy Irendi. 
The dreary grave !— oh, when I think 
'How close we stand upon its brlnli, 

Mf inward spirit groans I 
My eyes are filled with dismal dieams 
or cofGni, aad Ihii kitchen seems 

A cliamel full of bones I 
Yes, jovial butler, thou must bit. 
As duks the froth on thine own ale ; 

Thy days will soon be done 1 
Alas t the common hours that strike 
Are knells, for life keeps wasting, like 

A cask upon the run. 
Ay, bdpless scullion I 'tis thy case, 
life travels at a scouring pace, 

Far swifter than (hy hand. 
The fast-decaying frame of man 
Is but a kettle or a pan 

TiuM treats away with — sand ! 

Thou need'st not, mistress cook I be toU 
The meat to-morrow vrill be cold 

T^t now is fresh and bot ; 
E'en thus oar flesh will, by-and-by. 
Be cold as stone : — Cook, ihou must die ; 

Tbeie's death within (he pot. 



staid 



To swell the buried swarm I 
The "glass of fashion" tbou will hold 
No more, but grovel in the mould, 

Thai's not the " mould of form ! " 
Yes, JoDStban, tbat drives the coach. 
He too will feel the fiend's approach — 

The grave will pluct him down ; 
He must in dust and asbes lie, 
And wear the churdiyanl livery. 

Grass green, turned up witb brown ! 

How frail is our uncertain breath 1 
TheJtaundress seems full hale, but Death 

Stiall her "last huea" bring. 
The groom will die, like all his kind : 
And e'en (he stable boy will find 

This life no itaile thing. 

Nay, see the faonsehold dog— even that 
Tfae earth shall take ; the very cat ' 

WiU share the common (all ; 
Altbough ^B hold (ibe pixnierb aaitb) 
A ninefold life, one single death 

Suffices for them all 1 
Cook, batler, Susan, Jonathan, 
The girl that scours the pot and pan, 

And those (hat lend the steeds- 
All, all, shall have another sort 
Oticrvia after this ;— in short 

The one the paison reads I 



My inward spirit sroans I 
My eyes are filled wilh dismal dreams 
Of coffins, aiid this Idtehen seems 

A chaniel fall of bones 1 



THE LOGICIANS. 

"Mctaptayuo vcre i large Geld in ohlch to FnTcite'tbc 

See here two cavillers, 
Would-be onravellera 
Of abstruse theory and questions mystical, 

la 1 t«te-&-t«te, 

And deep debate, . . . 

Wrai^liDg according to forms sylloglsticaL 

Glowing and ruddy, 
The ligbt streams Iq upon their deep brown study. 
And setltes on our bald logician's skull ; 
Bat still his meditative eye looks dull 

And muddy. 
For he is gaang inwardly, like Plato ; 

But lo the world without, 

And things about. 
His eye is blind as that of a potato : 

In fact logicians 
See bat by syllogisms— taste and smell 

By propositions ; 
And never let the common dray-hotse senses 

Draw inferences. 
How wise his brow I how eloquent bis nose I 
The feature of itself is a negation I 
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Jjd THE LOGICIANS. 

How gravely double is his <Ain, Ihat sfaows, 

Doable deliberatioa ; 
His scornful lip forestalls the coafntatioD I 
Oh this is he that wisely with a major 
And minor proves a greeng^e Is no ganger !- 

By help of ergo. 
That cheese of sage will make no mtte the sag 
And Taurus is no bull to loss up ^^igo I 
Ob this is be that logically tore bis 
Dog into dogmas — Tcrilowing Arislotle — 
Cut up his cat into ten cat^ories. 
And cork'd an abstract conjuror in a bottle- 
Ob this is he that disembodied matter. 
And proved that incorporeal corporations 

Put nothing In no platter. 
And for mock-tunle only supp'd ai-n<^n«<ini i 
Ob this Is he (hat palpably decided. 
With grave and mathematical pteci^n. 
How often atoms may be subdivided 

By long division ; 
Oh this is he that showed 1 is not I, 
And made a ghost of personal identity. 
Proved " Ipse " absent by an alibi. 
And frisking in some other person's entity ; 
He sounded all philosopher in truth, 
Whelher old schemes or only supplemental ; 
And had, by virtue of his wisdom tooth, 
A dental knowledge of the transcendental ! 
The other is a shrewd severer wight. 
Sharp argument hath worn him nigh (he bone 
For why ? be never let dispute alone, 

A logical knight errant. 
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THE LOGICIANS, J}7 

That wrangled ever— morning, noon, and nighl, 
From night to mom ; he had no wife apparent 

But Barbara CelSrent? 
Woe unto him he caught in a. dilemma, 
For on tbe point of his two fingers full 
He took the luckless wight, and gave wiib them a 
Most deadly to^, like any baited bull. 
Woe unto him that ever dared to breathe 
A sophism in his angry ear ! for tAat 
He look feroedously between his teeth. 
And shook it— like a terrier with a rat ! 
In fact, old Controversy ne'er begat 

One half so cruel 
And dangerous as he. in verbal duel ! 
No one had ever so complete a fame 

As a debater ; 
And for art logical his name was greater 

Than E>r. Watts's name I 



Look how they ^t toee'tier 1 

Two bitter desperate antagonists, 

Ljcldng each other with their tongues, like Gsts, 

Merely (o settle whether 
This world of ours had ever a beginning. 

Whether created, 

Vagoely undated. 
Or Time had any finger in the spinning ; 
When lo ! — for they are sitting at the basement — 
A band, like that upon BelshazzEO'^ wall, 

U(3 fall 
A written paper through the open casetnent. 
" Oh foolish wits t " (thus runs the documenO 
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H A NEW YEAR S DAY. 

" To twtsi four braios into a double knot 
On svich a barren question I Be content 
Tbat there is such a fair and pleasant spot 
For ^our enjoyment as this verdant earth. 
Go eal and drink, and give your hearts to mirth. 

For vainly ye contend ; 
Before yoti can decide about its birth. 

The world will have an end ! " 



REFLECTIONS ON A NEW YEAR'S 
DAY. 

Yes, yes, it's very true, and very clear, 
By way of compliment and common chat. 
It's very well to wish me a New Vear, 
But wish me a new hat I 

Althoi^h not spent in lu>cury and ease, 
. In couise a longer life I won't leCuse ; 
But while you're wishinfr, wish me, if you please, 

A newer pair of shoes 1 
Nay, while new things and wishes are afloat, 
I own to one (hat I should not rebut — 
Instead of (his old reni, to have a coat. 

With more of the New Cut ! 
Oh yes, 'tis very pleasant, though I'm poor. 
To hear the steeple make that meny din ; 
Except I wish one bell was at tbe door, 

To ring new trousers in ! 
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To be alive is treiy nice Indeed, 
Although another year at last departs ; 
On^ with twelve new monlha, I rather need 
A doMn of new ahirls. 



RONDEA V. 

[BilrtaltJfiim a ■arU-hittvH Aiim^-) 
Curious reader, didst thou ne'er 
Behold a Worshipful Lord May'r 
Seated in his great dvic chair 

So dear? 
Then oast thy longing eyes this way ; 
It is the ninth November day. 
And in his new-born state soivey 

One here I 
To rise from little into great 
Is pleasant ; but to »nk in stale 
From high lo lowly is a fate 

Too soon his shine is overcast, 
Chill'd by the next November blast ; 
His Mushing honours only last 

One year. 
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i'M going to BOMBAY. 

He casts bis fur and sheds bis chains, 
And moults till not a plmne remains — 
The next impending May distrains 

He slips like water through a sieve — 
Ah— could his Ultle splendour live 
Another twelvemontl^-he would gi™ 
One ear I 



riit GOING TO BOMBAY. 

' Nothing vencurci nothtng iiAn."— Old PrvtA 
—J^aici'ntr'i Mariiu ( 
My hail is brown, my eyes are blue. 

And reckoned rather bright ; 
I'm shapely, if they teli me true. 

And just the proper height : 
My skin has been admired in verse. 

And called as fair as day— 
If I am feJr, so much the worse, 

I'm going 10 Bombay. 
At school I passed vrith some Sel&t ; 

I leam'd my French in France ; 
De Wint gave lessons how to draw, 

And D'Egville how to dance ;— 
Crevelli Caught me how to sing, 

And Cramer how lo play- 
It realiy i$ the strangest thins, 

I'm going to Bombay ! 
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I'M GOING TO BOMBAY. J4I 

I've been to Batb, and Cheltenham Wells, 

But not their springs to sip, — 
To Ramsgate — not (o pick up sbells, — 

To Brighton— not to dip. 
I've loured the lakes and scoured the coast 

From Scaiboro' to Torquay — 
But though of time I've made the most, 

I'm going to Bombay I 
By Pa and Ma I'm daily told 

To many now's my time, 
Foi though I'm veiy far fran old^. 

I'm ratbet in my prime. 
They say while we have any sua 

We ought to make our hay — 
And India, has so hot a one, 

I'm going to Bombay 1 
My cousin miles from Hydntpot 

My only chance 10 snatch. 
And says the dimale is so hot, 

Ifs sure to light a match,— 
She's named lo a son of Mars, 

With very handsome pay, 
And swears I ought to thank my stars 

I'm going to Bombay ! 
She says that I shall much delight 

To taste iheir Indian treats. 
But what she likes may turn me quite. 

Their stiange outlandish meats. 
If 1 can eat rupees, who knows ? 

Or dine, the Indian way. 
On doolies and on bungalows.— 

I'm going to Bombay t 
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I'm GOIKC to BOMBAY. 

She says that I shall much enjoy, — 

1 don't know what she means, — 
To take the wr and buy some toy. 

In mj own palankeens. — 
1 like to drive my pony chair. 

Or ride our d^>ple grey, — 
But elephants are horses there, — 

I'm going to Bombay ! 
Farewell, reiewall, my parents dear. 

My friends, farewell to them ! 
And oh I what costs a sadder tear. 

Good-bye to Mr. M. I 
If I should find on Indian vault. 

Or fall a tiger's prey, 
Or steef) in salt, it's lii Ait fault,— 

I'm going to Bombay! 
That fine Dew teak-built ship, the Foi, 

A. I, Coffimander Bird, 
Now lying in the London Docks, 

WiU sail on May the third ; 
Apply for passage ot for freight, 

To Nichol, Scott, and Gray,— 
Fa has applied, and seal'd my fate. — 

I'm going to Bombay I 
My heart Is fhll, my trunks as well : 

My mmd and caps made up, 
My coisets sbap'd by Mis. Bell 

Are promised ere I sup ; 
Wllh boots and shoes, Rivarta's best, 

And dresses by Durt, 
And a special license in my chest. 

I'm going to Botntiay I 
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DOMESTIC DIDACTICS. 343 

LINES TO A FRIEND AT COBHAM. 

Tis pleasant, wheii we've absent friend^ 

Soraetimes to hob and nob 'em, 

Wth memory's glass — at such a. pass. 

Remember me at Ci^ham I 

Have pigs you will, and sometimes kill. 

But if you sigh and sob 'em. 

And cannot eat your home-growu meat. 

Remember me at Cobham ! 

Of hen and cock you'll have a stock, 

And death will oft unlhrob 'em,~ 

A country cbick is good to pick — 

Remember me at Cobham I 

Some orchard trees of course yoa'll lease. 

And boys will sometimes rob 'em, 

A ftiend's (you know) before a foe — 

Remember me at Cobham t 

'Voull sometimes have wax-ligbted rooms. 

And fiieitds of course to mob 'em ; 

Should you be short of such a sort. 

Remember me at Cobham ! 



DOMESTIC DIDACTICS. 



i> the Nine descend ihal ihej go so low 
viuting John Humphreys, in the Idtchcn 
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44 DOMESTIC 

of Na 1B9 Portland Place, diiguLsed, no donbl, fron. 

eienls, u Winirnd Jcnkini uy<, ■'They wen D«vcr 
kelched in the fact." Perhaps it was the rule of tha 
hoDK 10 alloir no rdkrwen, and th«y were obliged to 
comeby stealth, and t0 go in the sane manDer ; Indeedl, 



belween his domestic duty to the Umphravillei, twelva 
ID lalnilyT with their gueos, and his own secret visitors 
from Helicon. It miut have been pronking, when 
■eeking for a simil^ to he sent in Hardi oT a salL- 
cellar ; or when hunting for a rhyme, to have to took 
for a Eoissing tea-spoon. By a whimsical peculiarity, 
the causes of these lets and hindrances are recorded in 
bis verses by way of pannthesia ; and though John's 
poetry was of a decidedly serious and moralising tum, 
these little insertions give it so whimsiol a character, 
as to nuke it an appropriate offering in the present 
work. Poor John ! the grave has pot a period to his 
didactic^ and the publication of his lays in the Comic 
Annual, therefore, cannot give him pain, as it certainly 
wCuld have done otherwise, for the M SS. were left by 
la>,t will and tenanent "to his very worthy master, 
Joshua Umphraville, Esq. , to be i^ied in Elegant 
Ealtacts, or Flowers of English Poetry." The Ediuw 
is indebted to the kindness of that gentleman for a 
selection from the papers ; which he has been unable to 
arrange chronologically, as John always wrote in too 
great a hurry to put dates. Whether he ever sent any 
pieces to the periodicals is uoknowoi for he kept bis 
authorship as secret as Junius's, till his deathdiscovered 
bis propensity to poetryi snd happily cleared up some 
points in John's character which had appeared to his 
disadvantage. Thus when hij eye was " in line freniy 
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DOMESTIC DIDACTICS. 

<d of bdog " 
Dus, ne was reaJjynsiflg wilh Iheiim, at Li 

Apollo. He was jLCCIUCd OCCAAlaUHlly of k] 



for damage were made froni hu wiga, the poetry ooghC 
toha»e been Hopped, and noi the money. The truth 
is, Joba's master was a dasical scholar, and so accuv 
tomed to nad of Prgasus, and lo a^wciate a Poet wllh 
B Honenun, that he never dreunl of one as a Foot- 

The Editor is too diSdeot to volDDtea-an elabonu criticism 
of the merits of Humphreys aa a Bard — but be pre- 
Buinei lo lay thus much, that there an lerenl Authors, 
of the present day, wbon Joba aughi not to walk 



THE BROKEN DISH. 

What's life but full irf cate and doubt. 

With all its fine bumanities, 
With pacasoli we walk about. 

Long prigtstils, and Euch vanities. 
We plant pomegranate trees and things, 

And go Id gardens sporting, 
VTitb toys and (am of peacocks' viagi. 

To painted ladies courting. 
We gather flowets of every hue, 

And (ish in boats for Sshes, 
Build summer-houses pojnled blue, — 

But life's as frail as dishes 1 
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DOMESTIC DIDACnCS- 

Walkmg about thcfr groves of trees, 
Blue bridges and blue rivers. 

How little Iboaght them two Chinese, 
They'd both be smashed lo shiveis 1 



ODE TO PEACE. 
WrJItiHcnthtiil^llfHiyMiilttH'iCnadStul. 
Oh Peace, oh come with me and dwell — 

But slop, for there's the bell. 
Oh Peace ! for thee I go and sit in churdiefl 

On Wednesday, when there's veiy few 
In loft or pew — 
Another ring, the tarts ace come from Krdi's, 
Oh Peace ! for thee 1 have sv<Hded marriage — 

Hush I there's a carriage. 
Oh Peace t tboii art the best of earthljr goods — 

The five Miss Woods 1 
Oh Peace ! thou art the goddess I adore — 

Theie come some more. 
Oh Peace ! thou child of solitude and quiet — 
That's I^id Dunn's fooiman, for he loves a riot ! 
Oh Peace I 

Knocks will not cease. 
Oh Peace 1 thou wen for human comfort plan n'd— 

Thai's Weippart's band. 
Oh Peace 1 how glad I welcome thy approaches— 

I hear the sound of coaches, 
Oh Peace I oh Peace I — anoth^ carriage stops — 

It's eariy for the Blenldnsops. 
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DOMESTIC DIDACTICS. 347 

Oh Peace ! with Chee I love to wander, 

Bui wail till I have showed up Lady Squander, 

And now I've seen her up the stair, 

Oh Peace 1— but here comes Captain Hate. 

Oh Peace I thou art the slumber of the mind, 
Untroubled, calm and quiet, and unbroken, — 
If that is Aldeiman Guule from Foitioken, 

Alderman Gobble won't be fai behind. 
Oh Peace serene — the worldly shyness — 
Make way there for his Sciedc Highness t 
Oh Peace I if you do not disdain 
To dwell amongst the menial train, 
I have a silent place and lone, 
That you and [ may call oui own ; 
Where tumult never makes an entry — 
Susan 1 what business have you m my panlry? 
Oh Peace 1 hut there is Major Monk, 

At variance with his wife— oh Peace 1 
And that great German. Vander TiTink, 

And Ibal great talker, Miss ^ueec^; 
Oh Peace 1 so dear to poet's quills- 
Ob Peace [ our greatest KDOvator ; 
I wonder where I put my waiter — 
Oh Peace I but here my Ode I'll cease, 
I have DO peace to write of Peace ! 

in. 
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DOMESTIC DIDACTICS, 

How soon I may b« summoned hence — 

There's cook a-ca!ling John. 
Our lives Bte built so frail and poor. 

On sand and not on rocks^ 
We're hourly slanding at Death's doot — 

There's some one double knocks. 
AH human days have settled turns, 

Cor fates we cannot force ; 
Tbia flesh of mine will feed the woiros— 

They're come to Itmch of course. 
And when my body's turned to clay, 

And dear friends hear my knell. 
Oh let ihem gne a sigh and say— 

I beat the upstairs bell I 

IV. 



MabY, yon know, I've no love nonsense 
And though I pen on such a day, 

1 don't mean Anting, on my conscience. 
Or writing in the courting way. 

Though Beauty hasn't formed your feature. 

It saves yon p'rhaps from being vain, 
And many a poor unhappy creature 

May wish that she was half as plain. 
Tour virtues would not rise an inch. 

Although your shape was two foot taller, 
And wisely you let others pioch 

Great waists and feet to make them smaller. 
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Yon nerer try to spare your hands 

From getling ted by household dutj, 
But doing all that it connnands, 

Theii coarseness is a moial beauty. 
Let Susan flourish her fair arms, 

And at joar old legs sneer and sinfT, 
But let her laugh, for ;ou have charms 

Tliat nobody knows nothing oC 



PLAYING AT SOLDIERS. 

■• Wbo1t Hire tbt Kim t ' 



What liltle urchin is there never 
Halh had that early scarlet fever. 

Of martial trapisngs caught i 
Trap[nngs well eall'd— because they trap 
And catch full many a country chap 

To go where fieli are fought I 
What little urchin with a rag 
Hath never made a little flag 

(Our plate will show the manner), 
And wooed each tiny ndghbour stUl. 
Tommy or Harry, Dick or Will, 

To come beneath the banner ! 
Jnst like thai ancient shape of mist. 
In Hamlet, crying " 'IJst, oh list ! " 

Come, who will serve Ihe Idnj;, 
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And strike frog-eating FVenchm^n dead, 
And cut off Bonyparljf's head 7— 

And all thai sort of thing. 
So used !, when I was a boy, 
To match with mililary toy, 

And ape the soldier's life ;— 
And with a whistle or a hum, 
I thought myself a Duke of Drum 

At least, ot Earl of FLfc. 
With gun of tin and sword of lath, , 
Loid I how 1 walk'd in glory's path 

With tegiitierilal males, 
B; sound of trump and nib-a-dubs — 
To 'siege the washhouse— chaise the tute— 

Or storm the gaiden gales. 

Ah me ! my retrospective sOul 1 
As over memory's muster-roll 

I cast my eyes anew, 
My fonna comrades all the while 
Rise op before me, rank and file. 

And form in dim review. 
Ay, thete they stand, and dress in line, 
Lubbock, and Fenn, and David Vine, 

And dark " Jamaeky Forde I " 
And limping Wood, and "Coekey Hawes," 
Our captain always made, because 

He had a rtal svord I 
l.«ng Lawrence, Natty Smart, and Soame, 
Who said he had a gun at home, 

Bui that was all a brag ; 



-nyGoogli: 



AT SOtDIERS. ! 

Ned Rfder, too, that used to sham 
A prandog horse, and tag Sam Lamb 
That tuould hold up the flag ! 

Tom Anderson, and ■' Dunny White," 
Who nevei lighl-atKniled right, 

For be was deaf and domb ; 
Jack Pike, Jem Crack, and Sand)' Gray. 
And [Hokey Bird, that wouldn't plaj 

Unless be had the drum. 
And Peter Holt, and Charley Jepp, 
A chap ffaat never kept the step — 

No more did "Surly Hugh ;" 
Bob Harrington, and " Fighting Jim "— 
We often had to hall ror him. 

To let him tie bis sboe. 
"Quarrelsome Scott," and Martin Dick, 
That kill'd the bantam cock, to slick 

Tbe plumes within his hat ; 
Bill Hook, and little Tommy Grout, 
That got so thump'd for calling out 

" Eyes right 1" to " Squinting Matt." 

Dan Simpson, that, with Peter Dodd. 
Was always In the awkward squad. 

And those two greedy Blakes 
That took our money to the fair, 
To t>uy the corps a trumpet there. 

And laid it out in cakes. 
Where are they Dow f — an open war 
With open. mouth declaring for?— 

Or taSn in bloody lta.j } 
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CompelI'd to lei! the truth I am. 
Their fights all ended with the sham,— 

Theii soldiership in play. 
Biave Soame leads cheeses out in (nicies. 
And Martin sells the cock be plucks, 

And Jepp now deals in wine ; 
Harrington beau a lawyer's bag, 
And warlike Lamb retains his flag, 

But on a tavern sign. 
They lell me Codtey Hawes's swoitt 
Is seen upon a broker's board : 

And as tor " Fighting Jim," 
In Kshopsgaie, last Whitsuntide, 
His unresisting cheek I spied 

Beneath a Quaker brim I 
Quairelsome Scolt is in the church, 
For Ryder now your eye must search 

The mans of silk and lace-^ 
Bird's drums are filled with figs, and mute. 
And I — I've got a substitute 

To Soldier in my place ! 

"NAPOLEON'S MIDNIGHT REVIEW." 

In his bed, bolt uprigbt. 
In the dead of the night. 
The French Emperor starts like a ghost I 
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To Ibe liable he glides, 

Foi (he chalet he lides ; 
And he mouDls him, still under tin sp^ ; 

Then, with echoing tramp, 

They proceed throi^h Ibe camp. 
All intent on a task he loves well. 



And Ihe guard present artns. 
As he glides lo the posts that they ke^ ; 

Then he gives the brief word. 

And the bugle Is heard. 
Like a hound giving tongue in its sleep. 

Neil the drums they arouse. 

But wiih dull cow-de^lows. 
And they give Init a somnoleat sound ; 

Whilst the foot and horse, both. 

Very slowly and loth. 
Begin drowsily mustering round. 

To the right and left band. 

They fall in. hy command, 
Inaline that might better be dress'd; 

Whilst Ihe steeds blink and nod. 

And the lancers think odd 
To be lous'd like Ihe spears from Ihdr rest 

With their mouths of wide shape, 

Monara seem all agape. 
Heavy guns look more h^vy with sleep ; 

And, whatever their bore, 

Seem to think it one more 
In the nig^t su[:b a field day to keepk 
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Then the anns, chrislened small, 

Fire no volley at all, 
But go off, like the rest, in a doie ; 

And the eagles, poor things. 

Tuck theic heads 'neath iheii wings, 
And the band ends in tunes through the aose. 

Till each pupil of Mars 

Takes a winlt like the stars- 
Open order no eye can obey : 

ir the plumes in their heads 

Were (he featheis of beds. 
Never lop could be sounder than they I 

So, just wishing good-night, 

Bows Napoleon, polite; 
But instead of a loyal endeavour 

To reply with a cheer, 

Not a sound met his ear, 
Though each face seemed tosay, "A'af for ever ! " 



ODE TO RAE WILSON. ESQ. 

A WANDEHEE, Wilson, from my native land. 
Remote, O Rae, from godliness and thee. 
Where rolls between us (he eternal sea, 
Besides some furlongs of a foreign sand, — 
Beyond the broadest Scotch of London Wall ; 
Beyond the loudest Saint that has a. call ; 
Across the vravy waste between us stretch'd, 
A friendly missive warns me of a stricture, 
Wlienin my likeness you have darkly etch'd ; 
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And thongti 1 have not seea the shadow sketch'd. 

Thus I remark prophetic on the picture. 

1 guess the features :— ia a line lo paint 

Their moial ugliness, I'm not a saint. 

Not one of (hose self-const iCuted saints. 

Quacks — not physicians — in the cure of souls, 

Censors who sniff out moRal taints, 

And call the devil over his own coals — 

Those psendo Privy Councillors of God, 

Who write down judgments with a pen l^nl'nibb'd. 

Ushers of Beelzebub's Black Rod, 
Commending sinnets, not Co ice tbick-iibb'd, 
But endless fiaines, to scorch thero up like flai — 
Yet sure of heaven themselves, as if they'd cribb'd 
Th' impression of Si. Peter's keys iii wax ! 
Ofsuch a character no single trace 
Exists, 1 know, in my fictitious face ; 
There wants a certain cast about the tje ; 
A certain lifting of the nose's tip ; 
A certain curling of the nether lip. 
In scorn of all that is, beneath the sky ; 
In brief it is an aspect deleterious, 
A face decidedly not serious, 
A face profotie. that would not do at all 
To make a face at Exeter Hall, — 
That Hall where trigots rant, and cani, u>d pray. 
And land each other face to bite. 
Till ev'ry faithing-candle ray 
Conceives Itself a great gas-light of grace. 
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And dote upon a jest 
"Within the limits of becoming mirth ;" — 
No solemn sanctimonious face I pnll, 
Nor think Via pious when I'm oniy bilious — 
Not study in my sanctum supercilious 
To frame a Sabbath Bill or forge a Bull. 
I pray for grace~Tep«iI each dnful act — 
Peruse, but underneath the rose, my Bible ; 
And love my neighbout far too well, Id foot. 
To call and twit bim with a godly tract 
Thai's (urn'd by application lo a libel. 
My heart ferments not with tlie bigot's leaven. 
All cre«ds 1 view with toleration thorough. 
And have a honoi of regarding heaven 

As anybody's rotten borough. 
What else ? no part I lake in party bay. 
Wlih tropes from Billingsgate's slang ■ whan^g 

I fear no Pope— and let great Earnest play 

At Fox and Goose with Fox's Martyrs ! 

I own I laugh at over-righteous men, 

I own I shake my sides at ranters, 

And (isat sham.Abr'am saints with wicked banters ; 

I even own, that (here are times — but then 

It's when I've got my wine— I say d canters ! 

I've no ambition to enact the spy 

On fellow .souls, a Sfidritual Pry — 

'Tis sdd that people onght (o guard their noses, 

Wholhnist tbem into matters none of tbdis ; 

And tho' no delicacy discomposes 

Your Saint, yet 1 consider faith and pray'rs 

Amongst the privatesC of men's affatis. 



.-n,CoOJ^Ic 



ODE TO RAE WILSON, ESQ. 357 

I do not hash the Gca[icl in mjr books, 

And thus upon the public mind intrude it, 
As if I Ihouglit, like Otaheilan coolu, 
No food was St 10 eat till I had chew'd it. 
On Bible stilts I don't affect to stalk ; 
Nor laid with Scripture my familiar talk,— 

For man may pious tests repeal, 
Acd yet leligion have no inward seat ; 
Tis not so pl^n as the old Hill of Howth, 
A taan has got his belly full of meat 
Because he talks with victuals in bis mouth 1 

Mere verUage, — it is not worth a carrot ! 
Why, Socrates — or Plalo — where's the odds? — 
Once taught a jay to supplicate the Gods, 
And made a Polly-tbeist of a Parrot 1 

A mere professor, spite of all his cant, is 
Not a whit better than a Mantis,— 
Ad insect, of what clime 1 can't determine, 
That lifts its paws most parson-like, and thence, 
By simple savages — thro' sheer pretence — 
Is reckiwed quite a sahtt amongst the vennin. 

But Where's the reverence, or where the nata, 
To ride on one^ roligJon thro' the lobby. 
Whether a 5UlkiDg:-hone or hobby. 
To show its pious paces to " the Honse i " 

I honestly confess that I would hinder 
The Scottish member's legislative rigs, 

That spiritual Pinder, 
Who looks on erring souls as strayuig figs. 
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Iliat niiul be luh'd by law. wherever found. 
And driven to church, as to the pariah pound, 
I do confess, without rcterve or wheedle, 
I view that grovelling idea ai one 
Worthy some parish clerk's ambitious son, 
A diariiy.boy, who longs to be a beadle. 
On such a vital [of^c sure 'tis odd 
How much a man can differ from bis neigbbonr : 
One wishes worship freely giv'a to God, 
Another wants to make il statute-labour — 
The broad distinction in a line to draw, 
As means to lead us to the skies above, 
You say — Sir Andrew and his love of law, 
And I— the Saviour with his law of love. 
Spontaneously to God should (end the soul, 
Like the magnetic needle to the Pole ; 
But what vrere that intrinsic virtue worth, 
Suppose some fellow, with more zeal than knowledge^ 

Fresh lirom St. Andrews College, 
Should noil the conscious needle to the north ? 
I do confess that I abbor and shrink 
From schemes, with a religious willy-nlil^. 
That frown upon St. Giles's sins, but blink 
The peccadilloes of all Piccadilly — 
My soul. revolts at such a bare hypocrisy. 
And will not, daie not, fancy in accord 
The Lord of Hosts with an Exclusive Lord 

Of this workl's aTistociacy, 
It will not own a notion so unholy. 
As thinking that the rich by easy irfps 
May go 10 heav'n, whereas the poor and lowly 
Musi worii llieir paui^ as they do in ships. 
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One place (here is— beneaLh the burial sod- 
Where all mankind are equalised by death ; 
Anottier place (here is — the Pane of God, 
Where all are equal, who dt^w living breath ; 
Juggle who will ibeahtrt with his own soul, 
Playing the Judas with a temporal dole- 
He who can come beneath that awful cope, 
In the dread presence of a Maker just. 
Who metes to ev'ry pincli of human dost 
One even measure of immortal hope — 
He who can stand within tbal holy door, 
With soul unbow'd by that pure spirit-level. 
And fiame unequal laws for rich and poor, — 
MiiiAtdt for Hell and represent the Devil! 
Such are the solemn sentiments, O Rae, 
In your last Joumey-Work, perchance you ravage, 
Seeming, but in more courtly terms, lo say 
I'm but B heedless, cieedless, godless sav^ie ; 
A very Guy, deserving fire and faggots,- 

A Scoffer, always on the grin. 
And sadly given to the mortal sin 
Of liking Mawworms less than meiry maggots ! 
The humble records of my life to search, 
I have not herded with mere pagan beasts ; 
But sometimes I have "sat at good men's feasts," 
And I have been " where Ijells have knoU'd to church" 
Dear bells I how sweet the sounds of village bells 
When on the undulating ait they swim t 
Now loud as welcomes t faint, now, as &irewells ! 
And trembling all about the breezy dells 
As flutter'd by the wings of Cherubim. 
Meanwhile the bees are chanting a low hymn ; 
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And lost to sighl, th' ecstatic lark above 

Kngs, Ulce a soul beatified, of love, — 

With, now and Ihen, the eoo of the wfld i^geoD r— 

O F^;an5, Heathens, Iniidels, and Doubters t 

If sucb sweet sounds can't woo you 10 religion, 

Will the haish voices of church cads and touteis ? 

A man may cry ' ' Church ! Church 1 " at ev'ry word. 
With no more piety than other people — 
A daw's not reckon'd a religious bird 
Because it keeps a-cawing from a steeple. 
The Temple is a good, a holy place, 
But quacking only gives it an ill savour ; 
While saintly mountebanks the porch disgrace. 
And bring religion's self into disfavolu 1 

BehoM yon servitor of God and Mammon, 
Who. binding up bis Bible with his Ledger, 

Blends Gospel texts with trading gammM], 
A blflck-leg saint, a. spiritual hedger. 
Who backs his rigid Ssbbatli, so to speak. 
Against the wiclted remnant of the week, 
A saving bet against his siaful bias — 
" Rogue that I am," he whispers 10 himself, 
" 1 he— I cheat — do anything for pel^ 
But who on earth can say I am not pious ? " 

Id proof how DVer-righteonsness re-acts. 
Accept an anecdote well based on facts. 
One Sunday morning (at the day don't fret) — 
la riding with a friend to Ponder's End 
Outsde the stage, we happen'd to commend 
A certain mansign Chat we saw To Let 
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Twas bujk by the same mas es built yon cbapel. 

And master wanted oace to buy it, — 
But t'other ijriv the bargain much loo baid — 

He ax'd sure-/)' a sum purdigiousl 
But being so particuiar reUgious, 
Why. tiai. you see, put master on his gaud ! " 
Church is "a little heai'n below, 

I have been there, and still would go." — 
Yet 1 am none of those who think it odd 

A man can pray unbidden from the casock, 
And, passing b^ the customary hassock, 
Kneel down remote upon the simple sod, 
And sue biformS fiauftrii to God, 
As for the rest, intolerant lo none. 
Whatever shape the pious rite may bear, 
Ev'q the poor Pagan's homage lo the Sun 
I would not haiahly scorn, lest even there 
I spuni'd soma elements of t^iistiHn prayV — 
An aim, tho'ening, ata "woridayonl" — 

AcknowledgmeDt of good— of man's fiidlity, 
A sense of need, and weakness, and indeed 
That very thing so many Christians want — 

Humility. 
Such, unto Papists, Jews, or turban'd Tmlcs, 
Such is JDj spirit— {I don't mean my wiaith I) 
Such, may it please you, is my humble faith ; 
I know, full well, you do not Uke my vxirks I 
I have not sought, 'tis true, the Holy Land, 
As full of texts as Cuddie Headiigg's mother. 
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The Bible in one hand. 
And mjr own common-pUce-boolc in the othe>- 
But you liave been to Palestine — aJai I 
Some mindx improve by travel, othen, niher. 



Which gets the narrower by going farther I 
Worthless are all such Pilgrimages— vety ! 
If Palmeis al the Holy Tomb contrive 
The human beats and rancour to revive 
That at the Sepulchre Ibc^ ODgbt to biuy, 
A sorty light it is to rest the eye on. 
To see a Christian creature gears at SSoo, 
Tttea honiewaid, of the Minlly pasture full, 
Rush belknving, and breathing Gre and smok^ 
At crippled Papistry to butt and poke, 
Exactly as a skittish Scottish bull 
Hunts an old woman In a scarlet cloak I 

Why leave a serious, moral, pious home, 
Scotland, renown'd for sanctity of old. 
Far distant Catholics to rale and scold 
For— doing as Ihe Romans do at Rome? 
With such a bristling spirit wherefore quit 
The Land at Cakes for any land of wafns. 
About the graceless images lo flit, 
And burz and chafe importunate as chafers. 
Longing lo carve the carvers lo Scotch collops?— 
People who hold aucb absolute opinions 
Should stay al home, in Protestant domlnkms, 
Not travel like male Mrs, TroUopes. 



deneyi 
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Faith is a kiod of parasilic plant, 

That grasps the neajcst stem with tendril-rings ; 

And as the climate and the soil may gnnt. 

So Is the sort of tree to which it clings. 

tlkin^der then, liefore, like Hurlothrumbo, 

You aim your club at any creed on earth. 

That, by the simple accident of Urth, 

YaH might have been High Priest to Mumbo Jumbo. 

For nie — thro' heathen ignorance perchance 

Not having knelt in Palestine, -'I f«l 

None of tha.t giifSnish ercess of seal. 

Some travellers would blaze with here in France. 

DoDs I can see in Virgin-lilie array. 

Not tor a scoffle with the idols hanker 

Like crazy Quixote at the puppet's play : 

If their "offence be rank," should mineberanrnirf 

Mild Ughl, and hy di^rees, should be Ihe plan 

To cure the dark and ening mind ; 

But who would rush at a tienighted man, 

And give him two black eyes for being blind ) 

Suppose the tender but luxuriant hop 
Around B canker'd stem should tvtln^ 
What Kentish boor would tear away the prop 
So roughly as to wound, ttay, kill the bine? 
The images, 'tis (me, are strangely dress'd. 
With gauds and toys extremely out of season ; 
The carving nothing of the very best. 
The whole repugnant to the eye of reason. 
Shocking to taste, and to Fine Arts a 
Yet ne'er o'erlook in bigotry of sect 
One truly Catioiic, one common form. 
At which uncheck'd 



N, Google 



564 ODE TO RAE WILSON, ESQ, 

Alt Christiaii hearts ma^ Idndle or keep warm. 
Sty, was it to my spirit's gaio or loss, 
One bright tiad balmy morning, as I went 
From Liege's lOTely environs to Ghent, 
ir bard by tbe way^de I found B croes. 
That made me breathe a pray'r upon the spot — 
While Nature of herself, as if to trace 
The emt^m's use, had Irall'd around its base 
The lilue significant foigel-me-nol ? 
Metbougbt, tbe claims of Charily to ut^ 
More forcibly, along with Faith and Hope, 
The pious choice had pilch 'd upon tbe verge 

Of a delicious slope, 
Giving the eye much variq^ed Scope ; — 
"Look round," it whispor'd, "on that prospect rare. 
Those vales so verdant, and (hose hills so blue ; 
Enjoy tbe sunny Hotld, so fresh and foir, 
But" — (how tbe simple l^ieikd fderced me lhro'1) 
" PRIEZ FOUa LBS Malhbubbdx" 



With sweet kind natures, as hi hooey'd cells. 

Religion hves, and feels herself at home ; 

But only on a formal visit dwells 

Where wasps instead of bees have fonned tbe comb. 

Shun pride, O Rae I — whatever sort beside 

You take in lieu, shun spiritual pride [ 

A pride theiB is of rank — a pride of birth, 

A pride of leamiog. and a pride of purse, 

A London pride — in short, there be on earth 

A host of prides, some belter and some worse ; 

But of all prides, since Lucifer's attiunt, 

Tbe proudest swells a self-elected Sainc 
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To picture that cold pride so harsh aad hard. 
Fancy a. peacock in a poultry-yard. 
Behold him in conceited ciii:1es aajl, 
Stmlling and dandng, and now planted stif^ 
la all his pomp of pageanliy, as if 
He felt " the eyes of Europe " on his tail ! 
As for the humble breed reiain'd by man, 

He scorns the whole domestic dan — 

He bows, he bridles, 

He wheels, he sidles. 
At last, with stalely dodgings in a comer 
He pens a simple nissel hen, to scorn her. 
Full in the blaze of his resplendent fan '. 

"Look here," he cries (to give him words), 

"Thou fealher'd clay — thou scum of birds 1 " 
Fliiting the rustling plumage in her eyes, — - 
"Look here, thou vQe predestined sinner, 

Doom'd to be roasted for a dinner, 
Behold these lovely variegated dyes ! 
These are the rainbow colours of the sides 
That Heav'n has shed upon me am amort — 
A Bird of Paradise 7 — a pretty story I 
/ am that Saintly Fowl, thou paltry chick 1 

Look at my crown of glory i 
Thou dingy, dirty, drabbled, draggled Jill 1 " 
And off goes Partlet, wriggling from a kick. 
With bleeding scalp laid open by his bill I 
That little simile eiaclly paints 
How shiners are despised by saints, 
By saints '. — the Hypocrites that ope heave's door 
Obsequious lo the sinful man of ricties— 
But put the wicked, naked, barel^g'd poor. 

In parish Slocks instead of breeches. 
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Tbe SainU !— the Bi(;ots [bat in public Spool, 
SpiHUl phosphotus of zeal on scraps of fhstian. 
And go tik« walkinf "Lwnfns" about. 

Mew linng bundles of combastion. 
The Saintsl—tbe aping Fanalks that (alk 
AU cant and rant, and rhapsodies bigbflown— 

That Irid you baulk 

A Sunday walk. 
And shnn God's woA as you should shun your own. 

The Saints I — the FormalislE;, the eilra pions, 
Who think the mortal husk can save the soul. 
By trundling with a mere mechanic bias. 
To church, just like a lignum-vitx bowl ! 

The Saints I— The PhariseeSi vhose beadle stands 

Beside a Mem coercive kirk. 

A piece of human masoD-woilc, 
Calling all sennoos contrabands. 
In that great Temple that's not made with hands. 
Thrice bkssed, rather, is the man, with whom 
The gracious prodigality of nature. 
The bahn, the bliss, the beauty, and the bloom. 
The bounteous providence in ev'ry feature, 
Recall the good Creator to his creature. 
Making all earth a hme, alt heav'n iu dome I 
To Ml tuned spirit the wild bealher-bells 

Ring Sabbath knells ; 
The jutnlate of the soating lark 

Ischant of clerk; 
For choir, the thrush and the giegatious linnet ; 
The sod's a cushion for his pious wants ; 
And, consecrated by the heav'n within it. 
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"the sl[]r-blue pool, a font. 
Each doud-capp'd mountain is a I10I7 altar ; 

An otgan breathes in every grove ; 

And the full heart's a Psalter, 
Rich in deep hymns of gratitude and love ! 

Sufficiently by stem necessitarians 

Poor Nature, with her face berimed by dust. 

Is stoked, coked, smoked, and almost choked; but 

Religion have its own Utilitarians, 

Idbell'd with evai^lical phylacteries, 

To make the road 10 heav'n a railway trust, 

And churches .-that's Ibe naked fact— mere factories? 

Oh ! simply open wide the Temple door. 
And let the solemn, swelling organ greet, 

VnOx yeluatarits meet, 
The willing advent of tlie rich and poor I 
And while to Cod the loud Mosannas soar. 
With rich vibrations from the vocal throng — 
From quiet shades that to the woods belong, 

And brooks with music of their own. 
Voices may come 10 swell Ihe cboml song 
With Dotes of praise Ibey learn'd in musings lone. 

How strange it is while on all vital questions. 
That occupy (he House and public mind. 
We always meet with some humane suggestions 
Of gentle measures of a healing kind, 
^Instead of harsh severity and vigour. 
The Saint alone his preference retains 
For bills of penalties and pains 
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j6S ODE TO RAE WILSON, ESQ. 

And marks his Darroir code with legal l^our ! 

Why shun, as worthless of alliliation, 
What men of all political persuasion 
Extol— and even use upon occasion — 
Tbat Christian ptinciple. Conciliation ? 
But possibly the men who make such fuss 
With Sunday jnppins and old Trots infirm. 
Attach soRK Other meanlDg to the term, 

One market morning, in my usual rambles, 
Passng along Whitechapel's ancient shanibles, 
Where meal was hang in many a joint and quarter, 
I had to bait awhile, like other (blks, 

To let a killing butcher eoai 
A score of lambs and latted sheep to slaughter. 
A sturdy man be look'd to fell an ox. 
Bull-fronted, luddy, with a formal streak 
Of well-greased hair down either cheek. 
As if he dee-dash-dee'd some other flocks 
Beside those woolly-headed stubborn blocks 
That stood before him, in veiatious huddle- 
Poor little lambs, with bleating wethers group'd. 
While, now and then, a thirsty creature stoop'd 
And meekly snnlTd, but did not taste the puddle; 
Fierce bark'd the dog, and many a blow was dealt 
Thai loin, and chump, and scrag and saddle felt. 
Yet still, that fatal step they all declined it,— 
And shunn'd the tainted door as if they smell 
Onions, mint sauce, and lemon juice behind it. 
At last there came a pause of brutal force ; 

The cur was silent, for bii Jaws were fi^l 

Of tangled locks of tarry wool ; 



ODE TO HAE WILSON, ESQ. I69 

Tbe man bad wboop'd and batloed lill deild boane. 
The Ume was ripe for mild expostulation. 
And thus it slatnmer'd frora a stander-by — 
"Ztmnds! — my good fellow, — it quite mates me — 



Stringing his nerres like flint, 
The sturdy butcher seized upon the hint, — 
At least he seized upon the foretnogt wether, — 
And hugg'dandlugg'dandtugg'd him neck and crop 
Just nolens valtas thro' the open shop — 
If tails come off he didn't caic a feather, — 
Then walking to the door and smiling grim. 
He lubb'd bis forehead and his sleeve tc 

" There ! — I've emcilialed him !" 
Again— good-humouredly to end out quaitel— 

(Good-buiDonr should preniil I) — 

I'll fit yon with a tale. 

Whereto is tied a moral. 
Once on a. time a certain Englisb lass 
Was seized with symptoms of such deep decline, 
Cough, beetle flushes, ev'ry evil sign, 
That, as tbdr wont is at sucb desperate pass, 
The Doctors gave her over — to. an ass. 
Accordingljt, the grislf Shade to bilk. 
Each mora the patient quafied a frothy bowl 

OF asinine new milk, 
Robfauig a shaggy suckling of a foal. 
Which got pmportionably spare and skinny — 
Meanwhile tbe neighbours cried " Poor Mary Am 
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370 QUEEN MAB. 

When 1o ] to prove each propbeC was a ninny. 
The one thai died was the poor wetnorse Jenny. 

To aggravate Ihe case, 
There were hut two grown donkeys in the place ; 
And most unluckily lor Eve's sick daughter. 
The other long.eai'd creature was a male. 
Who never in his life had given a pail 

Of milk, or even chalk and water. 
No matter : at the usual hour of eight 
Down trWs a donkey to the wickel-gate, 
With Mr. Simon Oubbins on its back,— 
"Your sarvant. Miss,— a werry spring-like day — 
Bad time tor hasses Iho' 1 good lack 1 good lack 1 
Jenny be dead, Miss,— hut I'le brought ye Jack, 
He doesn't give no milk — but he can bray," 

So runs the story, 

And, in vain self-glory, 
Some Saints would sneer at Gubbins (or his blind* 

But what the belter are their pious saws 
To ailing souls, than dry hee-haws. 

Without the milk of human kiadness? 



QUEEN MAB. 

A LITTLE faiiy comes at night, 
Her eyes are blue, ber hair is brown. 

With silver spots upon her wings. 
And from the moon she flutters down. 

She has a tittle silver wand, 
And when a good child goes to bed 
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And then El dreams of pleasant things, 

Of fountaJns filled wilb faiiy fisb, 
And trees Ibat bear delidou3 fruit, 

Aad bow Iheic branches at a wish : 
Orarboum filled with dainty scents 

From lovely flowers that never fade ; 
Bright flies that glitter in the Sun, 

And glow-worms shining in the shade. 
And tallung birds with gifted tongues. 

For singing soogs and telling tales, 
And pretty dwarfs to diow the v&y 

Through fairy hills and &iiy dales. 
But when a bad child goes to bed. 

From left to right she wenTes her tings, 
And ihcD It dceims all throi^h the night 

Of only Dgly horrid things I 
Then lions come with glaring eyes. 

And tigers growl, a dreadful noise. 
And ogres draw their cruet knives. 

To shed the blood of girls and boys. 

Then stormy waves rush on to drown, 

Or r^ng flames come scorching round. 
Fierce dragons hover in the air, 

And serpents crawl along the ground. 
Then wicked children wake and weep. 

And wish (he long black gloom away ; 
But good ones love the dark, and find 

The night as pleasant as the day. 
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37* GUIDO AND MARINA. 

GUIDO AND MARINA. 

A DRAMATIC SKETCH, 
IGnido hanng pita bimieU up lo the pemidoiu sCudr ol 

to wean him from thii (aJal delusioo, whuh haih 
gndually waited him awar, even to the Tcrp of death, 
advances the hourhind erf the clock. He is supposed 
to be seated beside her in the garden of his palace at 
Veniee,] 
Guide. Clasp me again 1 M7 soul is vei; sad ; 

Aiid bold thy lips in leadiness near mine, 

Lest I die suddenly. Clasp me again I 



Guido. Nay, l 

Clasp me again I— sy. with thy fondest force, 
Give me one last embrace. 

Mar. I.ove. I do clasp tbee I 

Guii^. Then closer— closer— for I feel thee Hal ; 
Unless thou act Ibis pain around my heart. 
Thy lips at such a time should never leave me; 

JUiir, What pain — what lime, love? Art thou 
iU? Alasl 
I see it la thy cheek. Come, let me nurse tbee. 
Here, rest upon my heart. 

Guide. Slay, slay, Marina. 

Look 1— when I raise my band against the sun. 
Is it led wiib blood ? 
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GUmO AND UAR]MA. 37} 

Mar. Alas t mf love, what wilt thou ? 

Thy hand is red— and so is mine— all hands 
Show thus against the sun. 

Guido. All liTJDg men's, 

Marina, but not mint Hast nerer heard 
How death fiisl seizes oa tlie feet and hands. 
And Ihence goes freezing to the very heart ? 

Mar. Yea, love, I know it \ bnt what then ? — the 

I botd is glowing. 

Guido. But my ey«s f— my eyes I— 

Look tkert, Maiina— there Is death's own sign. 
1 have seen a corpse. 

E'en when its clay was cold, wonld still have seem'd 
Alive, but for the eyes — such deadly eyes t 
So dull and dim 1 Marina, look in mhie ! 

Mar. Ay, ihey are dull. No, no — not dtiU, but 

I see myself within them. Now, dear love. 
Discard these horrid fean that make me weep. 

Gaido. Marina, Maiina — where thy image lies. 
Tbele must be brightness — or perchance they 

And glimmer like the lamp before h dies. 
Ob, do Dot vei my soul with hopes impossible 1 
My bows are ending. \Clock strikes. 

Mar. Nay, they shall not I Hark I 

The hour — four — five — baik I — six 1 — the veiy time I 
And lo [ thou art alive I My love — dear love — 
Now cast this cruel phantasm from thy Ixain— 
This wilful, wiU delusion— cast It off t 
The hour is come— and ^net What not a 
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J74 GUIDO AND MARINA. 

■What ! nol a amile, even, that ihou livesl for me ! 
Come, laugh and clap ;ouf hands as I do — come. 
Or kneel with me, and thank &' elernal God 
For this Mt3t passover t Still sad I still mute t— 
Oh, why an Ihou not glad, as 1 am glad. 
Iliat death forbeais thee? Nay, hath all mj ion 
Been spent in vain, that thou an sick of life f 

Guide. Marina, I am no moie attach'd to death 
Than Fate hath doomed me. I am his elect. 
That even now foresCalla thy little light. 
And steals with aAd infringement on my breath : 
Already be bedims my spiritoal lamp. 
Not yet his doe — not yet — quile jrM, though Time, 
PerchaoM, to warn roe, speaks befOR his wont : 
Some minutes* space my blood has sdll to flow — 
Some scanty breath is left me still to spend 
In vely bitter sighs. 

But there's a point, true measured by my pulse, 
Beyond or short of wliich it may nol live 
By one poor throb. Marina, it is itear. 

M». O God of heaven 1 

Gaidn. Ky. il is viry near ; 

ThercTore clii^ now to me, and say farewell 
While I can answer it Marina, speak 1 
Why tear thine helpless hair? it will not save 
Thy bean from breaking, nor pluck oul the Ibonght 
That stlDgs thy braitk. Ob, stuely thou hast known 
Tliis trulh too long to look so like Dequdr? 

Afar. Oh, no, no, no t— a tiope — a little hcpe — 
I had erewbile — bul I ha*e beard its knelL 
Oh, would my lire were measured oul with thine — 
All my yeais number'd — all my days, my hauis. 
My almost minutes, all summ'd up with Ibine J 
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GUIDO AND MARINA. J?} 

Cuiio. Marina — 

Mar. Let me weep— no, let me kneel 

To God— bul rather Ihee— lo spare this end 
That is ao wilful. Oh, foi pity's sake I 
Buck back Ihy precious spirit fiom these clouds 
That smother it with death. Oh I turn from death. 
And do not woo it with such dork resolve. 
To make me wkjow'd. 

Guide. I bave lived my term. 

Mar. No — not thy teim— no 1 not the natural 

Of one so young. Oh 1 then hast spent thy yeare 
Id sinful waste upon unholy— 

GuiOa. Hush ! 

Marina. 

Mar. Nay, I must. Oh I cnrsed lore, 
That halh supplied this spell against thy life. 
Unholy learning — devilish and dark- 
Study ! O God I O God !— how can thy stars 
Be bright with such black knowledge? Oh, that 

Should ask more light of them than guides their 

At evening tO kive I 

Gtiido. Hush, hush, oh hush ! 

Thy words have pain'd me in the midst of pain. 
True, If I bad not read, I should not die ; 
For, if I had nol read, I had not been. 
All our acts of lite are pre-ordain'd, 
And each pre-acted, in our several spheres. 
By ghosdy duplicates. They sway our deeds 
By their peifonnance. What if mine hath been 
To be a prophet and foreknown my doom 7 
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37^ TO MR. DYMOKE. 

If I had dosed my eyes, the thunder tben 
Had roar'd it in my eais ; my own mute brain 
Had (old it with a tongue. What must be, must. 
'niereTore I knew when my fiiU time would &U ; 
And now — to save thy widowliood of tears — 
To spare the very breaking of (hy bean, 
1 may not gain even a brief hour's reprieve ! 
What seest thou yonder? 

ifar. Where ?— a tree— the son 

Sinking behind a tree. 

Guido. It is no tree, 

Marina, but a shape — the awful shape 
That comes to claim me. Seest thou not his shade 
Darken before his steps ? Ah me I how cold 
It comes a^nst toy feet I Cold, icy cold t 
And blacker than a pall. 

Afar. My love 1 

GuiJp. O heaven 

And earth, where are ye? Marina — [GVIDO dies. 

Afar. I am here I 

What wilt thou? dost thou speak? Methotight I 

heard thee 
Just whispering. He is dead I— O God I he's dead t 



TO MR. DYMOKE, 

THE CBAUPIOH OF ENGLAND. 
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TO MR. DYUOKE. 377 

Is your armour pul by, like the sheep In a fold? 
Is your gauntlet ta'en up, which yon lately Hung 

Are you — who /iai day rode so mail'd and admired. 

Now sitting at ease in a Ubraty chair? 
Have yousentbuJc to Astley the war-horse you hired. 

With a cheque upon Chambers to settle the tare ? 
What's become of the cup? Great tin-plate worker, 
say I 

Cup and ball is a game which some people deem 



How defunct is the show that was chivalry's mimic I 

The breastplate— the feathers— the gallant array ! 
^0 fades, so grows dim, and So dies, Mr. Dymotu I 

The day of brass breeches I as Wordsworth would 
say! 
Perchance in some village remote, with a cot. 

And a cow, and a pig, aad a barndoor, and all ; — 
You show lo the parish that peace is your lot. 

And plenty, — though absent from Westminster 



You toss in your breastplate your pancakes, and grow 

A salad of mustard and cress in your helmeL 
And you delve the fresh earth with your falchion, less 

Since hunx up in sloth Irom lis Westminster task; 
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And jou balie yooi own bread Id your tih ; and, Sr 

Instead o[ your brow, put your beer io Ibe casqtie ! 
How delighlfol to sh by your beans and your peas, 

With a. joWet of goosehpny gallantly clutdied, 
And chat tK (he Uood tliat had deluged the Pleas 

Attd drenched the King's Beoch, — if the glove had 
been touched ] 
If Sir Columbine Daniel, with knightly pretensions, 

Had snatched your " best doe, "—^he'd havetiooded 
the floor ; — 
Not would even (he best of his crafty inventions, 

" Life Presetvers," have floated iiiiii out of his 
gote; 
Oh, you and your horse I what a couple was there ! 

The man and his bacier, — to win a great fight 1 
Though the trumpet was loud, — you'd an undtsluibed 

And the nag snuffed the feast and the fray sans 
afFiight 1 
Yet strange was Ihe course which the good Catobore 
When he waddled tail-wise with the cup to his 

stall;— 
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TO SYLVANUS URBAN, ESQ, J79 

By my life, he's a wonderful charger ! — the best 1 
Though Dot for a Pajthian corps I^yel for you !— 

UNstinguished alika al a fray and a feast, 
What a hotse for a grand Retrospective Review ! 

What a creature to keep a hot wanior cool 
When ibe son's la the face, and the shaded hr 



Weill hailtooldCatol the hero of scenes; 

May Astley or age ne'er his comforts abridge ; — 
Oh, long may be munch Amphitheatre beans. 

Well "pentupioUticE-ovwlheBridgE! 
And to you, Mr. Dymoke, Cribb's rival, t keep 

Wishing all couotiy ^easui«s. the bravest and 
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TO SYLVANUS URBAN, ESQ., 

. MACAUNE." 

O Me. Urban ! never must tAou lurch 
A sober age made serious drunk by (bee ; 

Hop in ihy pleasant way from church to church. 
And nurse thy Uule bald Bjognphr. 
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380 TO SYLVANUS URBAN, ESQ, 

Oh, mjt Sfhann! I what a. beart is thine I 

And wbal a page itttends (hee I Long may I 
Hang in demure confusion o'er each line 

That asks tby lidle questions with a ligb 1 
Old loitering yean have nodded to their Talis, 

Like pensioners that creep about and die ;— 
But Ibou, Old Pair of periodicals, 

Livest in montbly immoitalily I 
Howsweetl— as Byron or.iuia^t said,— 

" Knowledge of objects " in thine eye lo trace ; 
To see ttie mild no-oeaniass of Iby head, 

Taking a quiet nap upon Ay face I 
How dear througb thy Obituary 10 roam. 

And not a name of any name to catch I 
To meet thy Criticism watking home 
■ Averse from rows, and never calling " Watch ! " 
Rich is tby page in soporific things,— 

Compo^ng compositions, — lulling men. — 
Faded old posies of unburied rings, — 

Confessioiu dozing frora an oi»ale pen :— 
Lives of Right Reverends that have never lived, — 

Deaths of good people that have leally died, — 
Paiisbioneis, — batched, — husbanded, — and wived,— 

Bankrupts and Abbots breaking side by side I 
The sacnd qaerj, — the remote reipoose, — 

The march of serious mind, extremely slow, — 
The graver's cut at some right agW sconce. 

Famous for nothing many years ago I 
B. asks of C if Milton e'er did write 

" Comas, " obseatei beneath some Ludlow lid ;— 
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tIKES. }Sl 

And C, next mootb, an answer doth inXle, 

InfonniDg B. (bat Mr. Millon did I 
X. sends the portrail of a genuine flea. 

Caught upon Martin Luther years agone ; — 
And Mr. Parltes, of Shrewsbnry, draws a bee, 

Long dead, thai gathered honey for King John. 
There is no end of thee,— there Is no end, 

Sjlvanus, of Ihy A, B, C, D-merits J 
Thou dosi, with alphabets, old walls attend, 

And poke the letters into boles, like ferrels. 
Go on, Sylvanus I — hear a wary eye. 

The churches cannot yet be quite run out I 
Some parishes most yet have beeo passed by,— 

There's Bullocks-Smitby has a church no doubt ! 
Go on— and close die eyes of distant ages 1 

Nourish the names of the undoubted dead ! 
So Epicure* iball pick tby lobster-pages. 

Heavy and lively, though but setdom rtJ. 
Go on I and thrive '. demurest of odd fellows 1 

Bottling up dulness io an ancient binn 1 
Still Uve I still prose I— continue still to tell us 

Old truths ! no strangers, though we lake tbem ui t 



LINES. 

I SEEING UY WIFE AND TWO CMILDEEH SLEEPiNO 

And has the earth lost its so spadons round. 

The sky its Uue circamference above. 
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j82 TO OCEAN. 

Hiat in this little chamber there is found 
Both earth and hcBveu— my univane o( love I 
All (hat my God can give me, or lemove. 
Here sleeping, save myseir, in mimic death. 
Sweet that in this small compass 1 behove 
To Uve their Uving and to breathe theii breath I 
Almost I wish that, with one common sigh. 
We might resign all mundane care and strife, 
And seek together that transcendent sky. 
Where Father, Mother, Chndren, Husband, Wifis, 
Togmber paot in eveilaidng life I 
CoBLiNA Km. iBjj. 



TO OCEAN. 

Shall I rebuke (bee. Ocean, my old love. 
That ODce, in rage, with the wild winds at sUifc, 
Tbou daiesl tneaace tny unit of a life, 
Sending my clay below, my soul above. 
Whilst roar'd thy waves, like lions when they rove 
By night, and bound upon their prey by stealth? 
Vet didst thou ne'er restore my fainting health t — 
Didst thou ne'er murmur gently like the dove ? 
Nay, dost thou not against my own dear shore 
Full break, last link between my land and me f— 
Mjr absent friends talk in thy very roar. 
In thy waves' beat tbeir kindly pulse I see. 
And, if 1 must not see mjr England more. 
Next tobtrsoil, ■ny grave be found inibet I 
CoBLun, Mv '^31- 
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LOVE HAS NOT E 



LOVE HAS NOT EYES. 

Of all tbe poor old Tobiis a-groping in ihe slieet, 
A Lover is the blindest that ever t did meel, 
For he's blind, he's blind, he's very blind, — 
He's as blind as any mole I 

He thinks his love the fairest that ever j«t was 

Though her clay is overbaked, and it never has been 

Pot he's blind, &c 

He thinks her face an angel's, although it's quite a 

frump's, 
Like a toad a-taking phydc, or a monkey in Ihe 
mumps. 
For he's blind, &c 

Upon her graceful figure then how he will lo^sl, 
Though she's all so much awry, she can only eat a 
twist. 
For he's blind, &c. 
He'll swear that in her dancing she cuts alt others 

Though like a Gal that's galvanised she throws her 
legs about. 
For he's blind, &c. 

If he should have aie'ter in answer to his^gfas, 
He'll put it to his lips up, instead of to his eyes. 
For he's bUnd, &c. 
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384 ON THE REMOVAL OF A MENAGERIE. 

Tben If he has a meeting the question for to pat. 
In suing Tor her hand be'U be kneeling at her foot. 
For he's blind, &c. 

Ob Lore is lilce a furnace wherHn a Lover lies, 
And like a [ug before the fiie, be scorcbes out lus 

lail he's blind, &c. 



ON THE DEATH OP THE GIRAFFE. 

They say, God wot ! 

Sbe died upon the spot : 

But then in spots she was so rich, — 

I wonder which ? 



ON THE REMOVAL OF A MENAGERIE. 
Let Exeter Change lament ils change. 

Its beasts and other losses — 

Another place thrives by its case. 

Now CJtaring has two Cnuitt. 
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